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The frightened horse, swerving from his course, dashed on the sidewalk and crashed against a.
plate-glass window, which was shivered by the impact. The shock threw the
terriftl1d girl from the cab, and Jack caught her in his arms:
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(A WALL STREET STORY)

By A S ELF-MADE MAN
CHAPTER I.
JACK ASHFORD, NEWSBOY.

"Here boy," said Broker Rand, who had just stepped out
of a Broad Street cafe, walking up to a poorly dressed but
neat looking lad with a small bundle of daily papers under
his arm, "do you want to earn a quarter?"
"Do I? Try me, sir," replied the boy with a pleasant
smile.
"What's your name?"
"Jack Ashford, sir."
"You know the Mills Building, I suppose?"
"I know every office building in the district."
"Well, take this letter to Mr. Barry, of Barry & Conant,
stock brokers, on the third floor. It is important that he
should receive it as soon as possible. There will be an
answer most likely. Bring it to me at my office. Here is
my card."
"Yes, sir," said the newsboy, taking the card.
"Give the letter t~ Mr. Barry perso~al~y. You had bettef
leave your papers with the bootblack m the cafe."
·
"Yes, sir," and Jack started for the swinging door of the
cafe.
·
"Hold on. Here.is your quarter," said the broker, putting his hand in his pocket.
"You can give it to me when I bring the answer, sir."
The broker nodded carelessly, turned on his heel and
hurried off toward Wall Street.
As soon as the boy got rid of his papers he started at
a hot pace for the Mills Building.
·One of the busy elevators took him up to the third

floor in half a minute, and he was soon in Barry & Conant's
office, asking for the senior partner.
"What do you want with Mr. Barry?" asked a dude clerk,
regarding Jack with some suspicion, for he did not look
like the average messenger.
"I've got a letter for him."
"Who from ?"
, "Broker George Rand."
"Let me see it."
Jack showed him the envelope, but djd not let go of it.
"You're not Rand's messenger."
"No, sir."
"How came he to send you with this note?"
"You'll have i.o ask him."
"Give it to me and I'll take it in to Mr. Barry."
"Mr. Rand told me to hand the letter to Mr. Barry myself."
' ·
·
"He did, eh? Well, go in there. That's Mr. Barry's
private office."
The clerk pointed to a door and walked away.
Jack opened the door and entered a, handsomely furnished room, when~ a smoothly-shaven bald-headed gentleman was seated at a mahogany desk.
"What do you want?" ssked Mr. Barry, sharply, as soon
as he saw his visitor.
"Are you Mr~ Barry?"
"That's my name."
"I've got a letter for you. from Mr. Rand," replied Jack
politely, laying it on the broker's desk.
Mr. Barry picked it up, broke it open and glanced over
the contents.

JUS'r HIS J;UCK.
"I have seen you frequently, and was rather taken with
Then he looked at the b,oy.
your face. That is why I intrusted you with that note to
"Did Mr. Rand send this by you ?"
Mr. Barry. My messenger was taken suddenly ill and I
"Yes, sir."
am without one to-day. I was considering about hiring
"Are you his new messenger?"
you to run my errands for the rest of the week if you'd
"No, sir. I sell papers on the street."
''Ho~v came he to send this by you? Were you in his care to undertake tl'i.e job."
"I'd like it first rate, sir," replied the boy eagerly.
office?"
·
"The only trouble is you're hardly dressed well enough
"No, sir. H e came up to me on Broad Street and asked
me to carry it to you. He said it was important and that to go around among the offices."
Jack's face fell, and he looked keenly disappointed.
I must deliver it to you in person. He told me to bring an
answer, if there was one, to his office."
"Haven't you ;'.°better suit ~t home?" added the broker.
"No, sir. This is ·my best and my worst. · It's all I have.
Br<iker Barry looked at the boy sharply, then turned to
his desk and wrote something on a pad.
.
I try to keep it in as good shape as possible, but it's bound
H e enclosed it in an envelope, addressed {t to George to wear out the longer I use it. My aunt has a hard job
Rand and handed it to Jack.
making ends meet, and there seems to be nothing left over
He followed the boy outside and beckoned to his ·mes- for a suit of clothes. I've been trying to do something
senger.
,
better than selling papers, but have not been successful in
• "See that boy going out at the door, Thomas?"
getting anything worth while yet."
"Yes, sir."
"What do you think you're best fitted for?"
"Follow him, and let me know if he goes straight to
"I couldn't tell you, sir."
Broker Rand's office."
"What would you like to do?"
I "Yes, sir," and the messenger seized his hat and hurried
"If I could pick my own work I'd like to be a messenger
a.f ter Jack Ashford.
in a broker's office or a bank."
Jack, unaware that he was being shadowed from Barry
"Indeed," replied Mr. Rand. "How old .are you?"
& Conant's office~ hastened to the Liverpool Building, on
"Sixteen."
Wall Street, as fast as his legs would take him there.
"Well, take this letter to Mr. Deering, on the sixth floor
H e took the elevator for .the second floor, and Mr. Barry's of the Vanderpool Building. Come back whether there's
messenger went up in the same cage.
an answer or not."
,Tack hurried along the corridor till he found Mr. Rand's
"All right, sir. If the gentleman is out will I leave it?"
office.
"If he's out try and find where he is. If he went to the
H<> opened the door and walked in.
Exchange, carry the note around to the messengers' en'rhe other boy follow.e a him inside, but as soon as he trance and ask one of the attaches to bring him to the
heard Jack ask for Mr. Rand he turned around and left.
rail. Then you can hand him the note."
Jack was shown into the broker's private office.
"Very well" sir."
"Here is an answer from Mr. Barry, sir," he said, preThe broker turned to his desk and Jack started on his
senting the envelope to the broker.
errand.
Mr. Rand regarded him approvingly.
"I see you were very prompt in carrying my note, AshCHAPTER II.
ford. I believe that's your name."
JUST HIS LUCK.
"Yes, sir."
"I promised you a quarter?"
As he was passing the corner of Broad and Wall Streets,
"Yes, sir."
envelope in hand, somebody grabbed him by the arm.
"Here it is."
"Hello, cully ! Where are yer rushin' in such a hurry?"
"Thank you, sir. I suppose that is all?"
cried a voice that Jack recognized as a bootblack he knew.
"Wait a moment."
"One 'ud t'ink yer wuz a messenger wit' dat envelope in
The broker tore open the envelope Jack brought to him yer fist."
and read the note inside.
•
"Hello, Billy," replied Jack. "Don't stop me. I'm in
"I haYe another note I want you to deliver to Broker a hurry."
\
Deering, in the Vanderpool Building, in Exchange Place."
"Where's yer papers ?"
''l"ll do it, sir."
"They're in a cafe down the street."
"I'll give you another quarter."
"In a cafe ! What dey doin' dere?"
"Ko, sir. You've paid me enough already."
"Waiting till I get back."
The broker regarded him with some attention.
""Where yer goin' ?"
"Where do you live,, Ashford?"
"I'm carrying a message for a broker to the Vanderpool
"No - Cherry Street."
Building."
"With your parents?"
"A message for a broker! Oh, crickey ! Goin' to shake
"N,0, sir. My father and mother are dead. I live with de papeP biz and turn messenger boy?"
my aunt."
"I wish I could, Billy." ,
."You seem pretty well educated for a newsboy."
"I'll bet yer would. So would I. It's a high-toned
"I attend night school right along."
job."
"How· long have you beet\ selling papers?"
"Well, good-bye; I'll see you later," and Jack cut across
"About a year."
the street at a run to make up for lost time.

.

(
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Broker Deering happened to be ~ his office, and so Jack given me the jOb till his messenger came back only I
haven't any decent clothes to go around among the offices."
had no trouble in delivering Mr. Rand's note.
"When I tell my father how you saved my life just now
Deering scanned him from hat to shoes in some surprise.
he'll buy you all the clothes you need, and give you money,
"Are you working for Mr. Rand?" he inquired.
"No, sir. He asked me to bring that note to you, that's too," said the girl.
"H he'll buy me the clothes I'm willing to work out the
all. His regular messenger was taken sick."
cost of them."
"There's no answer\" said Deering.
'"l'he idea of you doing that after what you did for
Jacked bowed and made his way out 0£ the building.
As he struck the sidewalk he heard an explosion, then me!" said the pretty miss. "You shall have the clo~hes
shouts and cries, mingled with the rapid thud 0£ a horse's you need and a position in the office if I've anything to
.
say, and I think I have," said the girl decidedly.
feet and the rattle 0£ wheels.
"It's very kind of you, miss, to say that, but--"
Glancing up the narrow street toward Broadway he saw
"Now, I won't hear 0£ any objection on your part. You
a hansom cab, without its driver, dashing toward him.
A stylishly-dressed.- and pretty girl 0£ perhaps fifteen say you need clothes so that you can go around among the
offices. Well you shall have them, and a good de~l besides.
years was in the cab.
She looked frightened to death, and well she might, for I want you to understand that I am very grateful to you
£or saving me from striking on the stones when I was
she stood in no small peril 0£ her life.
On the spur of the moment the boy decided to try and thrown from the cab. My father will be very grateful,
stop the runaway.
too, because I am his only child. He won't be able to do
too much for you. I think you said that you wished you
began
and
thoroughfare
the
0£
middle
the
He sprang into
waving his hat and his arms in the way usually adopted in were working for him. Didn't you?"
"
such emergencies.
"Yes, miss."
"Then you shall work £or him. I shall ask him to put
The frightened horse, swerving from his course, dashed
on the sid~alk and, crashed against a great plate glass you to work at once at something, no matter what."
"I thank you, miss; but I don't know that I could do
window, which was shivered by. the impact.
but run errands, and he has a messenger boy
anything
The shock threw the terrified girl from the cab, and
.
alteady, only he happens to be sick."
Jack caught her in his arms.
"So Willie Day is sick. I didn't hear my father say
The crash 0£ the glass attracted general attention in the
· anything about it."
neighborhood.
"Here Wf3 are at the building," said Jack, feeling a bit
Windows were thrown up in all the buildings, and heads
to be in the company c}f such a nicely dressed
embarrassed
were craned out to see what was the matter.
girl.
looking
lovely
and
imsoon
was
street
the
and
A crowd rapidly collected,
They went up in the elevator and were soon in the office.
passable.
"Is my father engaged?" J\Iiss Edna asked a young
"Save me, oh, save me!" cried the girl, throwing her
clerk who came forward bowing and smiling at her.
. arms around Jack's neck.
"I think not, Miss Rand."
"You're all right, miss," replied the newsboy, sooth"Then I will go in. Come with ~," she said, turning
J
ingly.
Jack. "Oh, I forgot to ask your name."
to
gr.ate£ully.
cried
she
life,"
my
"Then you've saved
"Jack Ashford."
"Glad of it if I have," answered the boy, "and you're
"Thank you. Come in."
.
quite welcome."
Jack followed her inside.
.
'
I
"Take me away from here, please," she begged him.
"Why, Edna!" exclaimed her :father. "I didn't rxpect
"Take me to my father's office."
to see you this morning."
"Certainly, miss. What is your name?"
"You might not have seen me alive again i£ it wasn't
Rand."
"Edna
"Rand!" exclailped Jack, struck by the name. "Where for this boy."
"Why, what do you mean? Where did you meet Ashis your father' s office?"
"In the Liverpool Building, Wall Street. He is a stock ford?"
"He saved my life on Exchange Place."
broker."
"Saved your life !" exclaimed the astonished broker.
"Do you mean George Rand?" said Jack, in surprise.
"Yes, pa," she said, popping down in the chair beside
"Yes. Do you know him?"
"Yes. I've just done an errand £or him and was going his desk.
"Will you please explain the meaning 0£ your words?
back."
"Are you working for him?" she inquireq, with a look How did Ashford save your life?"
In a few words she told her :father how she had come
0£ surprised interest.
town in a hansom cab.
down
"No, miss. I wish I was."
The driver passed Wall Street by mistake and turned
"Who are you working for?"
into Exchange Place.
"Nobody, miss. I'm a newsboy."
At that moment there was an explosion almost under the
"A newsboy!" she cried.
horse's feet-the cover 0£ a m'an-hole blowing up, almost
"Yes, miss."
"How is it that my father employed you to do an errand upsetting the cab.
The horse took flight and dashed down the narrow street.
£or him?"
"I was so frightened I did not know what to do. I
"His messenger has been taken sick. He would have

j

•

I
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thought sure I was going to be killed. This boy tried to
stop the horse. The animal jumped on to the sidewalk
and smashed a. big pane of glass. The shock threw me out
of the c'ab, and I might have been seriously injured, if
not killed, when this boy caught me in his
arms, and I
1
was not hurt a 'bit," concluded Edna Rand.
"Thank heaven, my child, that you escaped unhurt!"
said the broker. "You have put me under lasting ·obligations to you, young man, and I thank you from the
bottom of my heart."
"You must do something for him, pa. You must give
him a place in your office," said Edna, in a sort of
imperious way that was habitual with her, for she was the
pet of her home and a bit spoiled and self-willed.
"Certainly, my dear," agreed the broker, who never
refused his daughter anything she asked for. "I was going
to employ him as my messenger till Willie Day came back.
He didn't come this morning. His mother telephoned
that he was very sick, and she did not think he would be
down for a week at least."
"He told me that he needed a suit of clothes, so you
must buy it for him, pa."
"Of course. I 'll see that he gets whatever he wants."
"I knew you would, and I told him so. He's a nice
looking boy, pa, and he'll look greatly improved in a new
suit."
Edna smiled at Jack, who blushed up and looked confused.
" I suppose there was no answer to the note I sent you
with to Mr. Deering?" said the broker, turning to Jack.
"No, sir."
"Well, here's another message I want you to take to
Cornelius Brown, 11 5 Broadway. He's a lawyer on the
fifteenth floor. There will be an answer. Now, after the
service you rendered. to my dau~hter you may consider
yourself a fixture at this office. I may advance Willie Day
when he comes back, and make you my regular messenger.
At any rate, you may be sure 1'11.take·care of you."
"'Thank you, sir/' r eplied Jack overjoyed at his great
luck in securing a situation in a Wall Street broker's office.
"I'll speak to you about your futm.:e when you come
back," said Mr. Rand.
"Good-bye, Miss Rand," said Jack, politely, backing
toward the door.
She sprang up and caught him by the hand.
"Good-bye, Jack," she said. "I'll call you Jack because
you're a boy, and it would seem funny to me to call you
Mr. Ashford. Besides we're going to be good friends after
this, and I'll see you often. I thank you again for saving
me from harm, and I assure you that I am very, very
grateful to you."
Jack left the office feeling as if he was walking on air.
He had unexpectedly reached the summit of his present
ambition-he had got a steady job in Wall Street.

a.nee of Jack as he aJ"proached the entrance of the tenement where he and his aunt lived in three poorly furnished,
dark rooms, that afternoon a few minutes before five
o'clock.
"Where did yer get de clothes, ·Jack?'' shouted a barefoot lad of fourteen. "Been to a fire?"
· "They fit yer like the paper on the wall," grinned
another.
"Stag de necktie,'' 'chirped a third boy. "Ain't it a
peach?"
"Pipe off the derby. It's brand new. Where did you hit
such luck, cully ?"
Jack stopped 'and looked at the row of grinning faces.
He was quite popular with the "gang,'' and they were
amazed at the transformation that had taken place in him
since he went away that morning as usual to sell papers,
as was his custom.
"What's the matter with you, fellows? Didn't you ever
see a chap with a new suit on?"
"Sure we did," replied Mike Brady; "but we never seen
yer wit' a new soot yet."
"You see it now," laughed J~ck. "How does it strike
you?"
"Yer look fine," said Packy Davis.
1
"Jest as if yer belonged to !Mt' Avenoo,'' chipped in
Rooney Farrell.
,
"Wait till the rest of the gang see you,". said Joe Furniss, "they'll have a fit."
"How did yer come to git such a swell lay-out ?" asked
Brady.
"I've struck a fine job," replied Jack.
"Have yer]" said Packy. "Given up sellin' noospapers?"
1'
"Yes, for good. I'm in a broker's office.in Wall Street."
J "You're what?" ejaculated Furniss.
"Working for a Wall Street broker," repeated Jack.
"Oh, say; give it to us easy, will yer ?" said Packy.
"Don't you believe me?"
"It's pretty hard to swallow," said Furniss; "but if you
say you are we'll take your word for it."
"Whereabouts in Wall Street?" asked Brady.
"Liverpool Building."
"One of dem skyscrapers?" .said Benny Busted.
"Where's yer offis-near de roof?" grinned Packy.
"It's on the second floor."
"What are you doin' ?" inquired Furniss.
"Running errands at present."
"How did yer catch on?" from Brady. "I t'ought a
feller had to have a pull to get a job in Wall Street."
"The broker wa,nted a boy bad because his messenger
took sick this morning, and I just happened to be around,"
replied Jack.
"How much is he goin' to pay yer?" Packy wanted to
/
know.
"I don't know yet. He didn't tell me."
"I s'pose you'll give us the shake now that you're up in
CHAPTER III.
the world,'' said Furnis1:1.
'
FINE FEATHERS MAKE A FINE BIRD.
"You know better than that,'' replied Jack.
"Hully gee, fellers! Get onto Jack Ashford !" cried
"Dat's righf Jack is al1 right," said Brady. "He ain'_t
a shabby-looking youth, sitting o'n the door step in front one of yer proud kind wot get~ stuck up allIto oncet."
of No. - Cherry Street . ."He's got to be a dude."
"'Well, fellows, I'm•going up stairs to' tell my aunt the
A chorus of astonished exclamations greeted the appear- good news."
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JUST HIS LUCK.

========================;:===================;:::====-"So long. We'll see yer later."
It was a dirty and shabby looking entry that Jack
entered.
'rhe walls that had once been white, when the building
was put up,. were now yellow and covered with :finger
marks, and all kinds of hieroglyphics made by pencil and
red chalk in the hands of youthful artists.
The stairs were covered with narrow oil-cloth, frayed
and thin from constant wear and weekly scrubbings on the
part of the tenants.
The tenement did not enjoy the luxury of a janitorhis duties were attended to by the dwellers in regular
turn.
People carried their own ashes, and garbage, and slops
down to the yard, and hauled their pails of coal, and
bundles of wood, and provisions up the stairs.
A dumb-waiter was unknown there, and other flat necessities were conspicuous by their absence.
Jack walked up four flights till he came to the top of the
house.
Then he took his way to the rear of the landing and
opened a door facing him.
He found himself in the larger of the three rooms his
aunt rented.
It served the purposes of kitchen, dining-room and sitting-room combined.
The other two rooms were bedrooms.
His aunt, Mrs. Graham, small in stature and pleasantfeatured, was sewing at the window which looked out on
a fire-escape and a small forest of clothes lines. ·
She looked at her nephew with eyes that expressed
wonder.
In the first place, Jack seldom got home before eight
o'clock; in the next, his new suit of clothes, hat and up-todate tie, were a revelation to her.
He looked so fine in her eyes that she hardly knew him.
"Why, Jack, is that really you?" ·
"It isn't anybody else, Aunt Madge," he replied.
"Why, you're all dressed up. Where in the name of
wonder did you get those clothes?"
"In a Broadway clothing house," laughed · the boy.
"But where did you get the money to pay for them?"
she said, examining the goods carefully and noticing that
they were of the best material.
"I didn't pay for them. My new boss presented them to
me."
•
"Your new boss! ·what do you mean? Have yo'1 got
a situation at last?"
· "I have, and it's a dandy one."
"I s4ould think it was from the style and quality of
your suit. What kind of business is it?"
·"I've been hfred by a stock broker in Wall Street."
"John Ashford, are you telling the truth?"
. "I've a weakness for telling the truth that I can't get
away from," chuckled the boy. , "Yes, aunty, I've got a
job in a broker's office."
"Why, how did you get it?"
Jack told her all the particulars.
"Well, you are a fortunate boy. It seems almost too
good to be true.''
"That's right, aunt. I can hardly believe it myFJelf.

Sometimes I think I must be dreaming, but a look at this
new suit shows that it's the real.thing."
"I suppose I might as well get supper now, since you're
home."
"I wish you would. I feel mighty hungry after hustling
around. among the offices all day. I'll be home early after
this, for I quit between three and four."
"What ~ime have you to be at the office in the morning?'!"Nine o'clock."
"You have easy hours."
"But 'the work isn't easv when business is rushing."
' The evening papers printed the story of the man-hole
e~plosion at Broadway and Exchange Place, and the runaway that followed.
' ·
The reporters managed to get hold of the names of the
chief actors in the incident, but Jack had not been interviewed on the subject.
Broker Rand had furnished all the necessary particulars
when approached by the gentlemen of the press.
After supper Jack went down to the sidewalk and
exhibited himself before the admiring eyes of the rest of
the "gang," as well as many of the young misses of the
neighborhood.
'l'hose girls who had already taken a fancy to his goodlooking face and pleasant manners were now quite captivated by his stylish..appearance, and there was a whole lot
of Tivalry between them to stand first in his estimation.
Jack, however, was looking higher than Cherry Street
for· a best girl, though he was prudent enough not to
publish the fact to the inhabitants.
He did not have any particular ideal till he made the
a<1quaintance of his new employer's daughter that day.
Now he thought that there wasn't a girl in the whole
world who could hold a candle to Edna Rand.
Next morning he was promptly on hand at the office a
few minutes before nine, and the clerks who had turned
their noses up at him the clay before hardly knew him in his
new suit, which transformed him completely.
Mr. Rand, when he came down, was both surprised and
pleased with the alteration in his personal appearance.
"He'll be a credit to the office," said the broker to himself. "It is astonishing what a change for the ·better
clothes make in people, be they men or women."
,..
He gave Jack som~ general instructions regarding his
duties , and what would be expected of him, to which the
new messenger paid strict attention.
When he went to lunch that day Jack hunted up Billy
Brown, one of his bootblack acquaintances.
'
Billy saw him coming and, not recognizing him, ran up
and cried "Shine!"
Jack stopped, said noth'ing and put his shoes, one after
the other, on the box and allowed Billy to "shine 'em up."
"That's a fine shine, Billy," he said, dropping a nickel
into the bootblack's extended hand.
Billy knew his voice and looked into his face in a
puzzled way for a moment, then he knew him.
"Hully gee, Jack!" he cried in amazement, "where did
yer fall _into dat swell outfit? Did yer grandmudder die
and leave yer a legacy, or did yer pinch it when de storekeeper wasn't locrkin' ?~'
"Neither, Billy. I'm. working for a broker now, and he
provided the suit so I could look decent."
'

JuS'l' HIS DUCK.
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"Yer don't say. Tell us bowyer got de job.~
Jack told him, and Billy was not a little astonished.
"Yer a reg'lar gent now, Jack, and yer ain't one of us
• no more," he said. "Yer must let me shine yer shoes
right along."
"I will when I can afford it."
"Wot's de difference whether yer can or not? I won't
chal'ge yer not'in' when yer strapped."
"No, Billy, I don'' t do business th~t way. No money, nQ
shine. When I'm flush I'll let you make a mirror of my
shoes, ·otherwise nit. Good-bye."
"Some people have slathe:fs of luck," muttered the bootblark, as be watched Jack walk away. "I reckon be
deserves it, dough. Some day he'll be a broker and wort'
money, while I'll be still shinin' 'em up."
CHAPTER IV.
JACK BECOMES ACQUAINTED WITH WILLIE DAY.

Jack proved to be a great success as a messenger boy.
Mr. Rand was thoroughly satisfied with the showing he
made.
At the end of the week he called the boy into his private
ro-om, complimented him on his work, and told him that his
wages would be $8 per week.
That amount looked pretty big to the boy when he
received it in bills from the cashier.
As a newsboy he had done pretty well, but his income
had come in pennies, nickels and dimes, and he had turned
in his profits every evening to his aunt.
Not keeping a close account, he did not know exactly
how much he made.
The receipt of eight whole dollars all at once seemed to
be an income three times as big as what be used to make off
his papers, though it really wasn't.
It also looked like a princely sum to his aunt when he
carried it home and handed it over to her.
Edna Rand came to the office on Saturday noon, apparently to meet her father and go home with him, but really
fo see Jack.
She had taken a great fancy to him, eYen in his old
clothes, and she was pleasantly surprised to see how much
impro1ed he looked in his new ones.
In fact, she was so pleased with his personal appearance
and gentlemanly ways, that she invited him to call on her.
"Thank you for the invitation, Miss Rand," he said;
"but would your father approve of his office boy calling at
his home?"
"My father never que'stions anything I do, Jack Ashford. Furthermore, he recognizes that you saved my life.
Under these conditions it is quite proper that I should
invite you to call on me, so I hope you will come."
Jack promised that he would do so some time in the near
future, . and the dainty little miss seemed to be satisfied
with that.
At the end of two weeks Willie Day, Mr. Rand's regular
messenger, reported for duty.
He came into the office on Monday morning and found
Jack Ashford sitting in his chair by the window overlooking
Wall Street.
On the previous Saturday Mr. Rand had received word
from Willie saying he would be down to work at the begin-

ning of the coming week, and had arranged to put Mm at a
desk in bis counting-room, retaining Jack as bis regular
messenger.
Neither boy knew as yet the broker's intentions, and
when Jack saw Willie walk in like a regular employee
of the place and take a seat by the ticker, he suspected that
he was the boy whose place he had taken, and he wondered
how he was going to be taken care of, as Mr. Rand had
promised.
'l'he boys looked at each other.
Finally Willie said:
"I suppose you've been carrying the messages here while
I was sick?"
"I have. Are you Willie Day?" replied Jack.
"That's my name. What's yours}'
"Jack Ashford."
"I sent word to Mr. Rand that I would be back this
morning," said Willie, somewhat surprised and perhaps a
little displeased to find that the temporary .messenger was
still on hand .evidently ready for business.
"He didn't say anything to me about it," answered Jack.
"Maybe I'm going to be bounced for being sick," said
Willie, with an anxious look on his face. "I don't think
that's fair."
"I guess he won't bounce you for that. Maybe he
intends to give me something else to do."
"Perhaps he didn't get my letter?" said Willie, hopefully. "What did he tell you when he hired y,ou ?"
"He said he'd giYe me steady work."
"As messenger?"
"~o, he didn't mention that, but he seems to be pleased
with the way I'Ye filled the bill since I started in."
"Didn't he say anything to you on Saturday about what
you were to do this week?"
"Not a thing."
The worried look came on Willie's face again.
"I can't afford to lose this job," he said, in a down-inthe-mouth way. "Mother depends on my wages. She had
a few dollars saved up, and so did I, but it all went to the
doctor and for medicine for me."
"I wouldn't worry. Mr. Rand doesn't seem like a man
who would throw any one down. It wasn't your fault that
you were sick."
"Of course it wasn't. No fellow wants to be sick if he
can help it."
"That's right," nodded}aek.
"I hope we both stay," said Willie, after a pause. "I
rather like you. You look like a good fellow."
"'!'hanks. I 'm bound to say that I like you, too. I guess
he can find work for both of us. Business seems- to be
booming since last Thursday."
"Is it?" replied Willie. "The market is on the rise,
then?"
"I suppose so," answered Jack.
"You ·suppose so?" said Willie in some surprise. "Don't
you know?"
"I haven't been paying any attention to the market."
"I don't see how you can help noticing how stocks are
going."
" I heard a broker say on Saturday that D. & G. was
going to take a boom on," said Jack in a tone that showed
the matter had no particular interest for him.

JUST

H~S

"You heard a broker say that?" replied Willie, with considerable animation. "Who was the broker?"
"I don't know who he was."
"Where did you hear him say it-in this office?''
"No, in Barry & Conant's."
"Who did he say it to?"
"Mr. Barry."
"What else did you hear him say-anything?"
"Yes, he said a big syndicate was at the back of the
stock."
"Jumping jewsharps ! You got hold of a fine tip. Going
to back it for all you're worth, aren't you?"
"What for? I'm not worth anything, anyway."
Willie looked at Jack as if he didn't understand him.
"Why .that tip is worth a whole lot of money if you only
had the cash to buy enough D. & G. on margin to make a
stake. What is it going at?"
"What is what going at?"
"D. & G., of course."
"How should I know?"
Willie regarded Jack with the same curiosity one would
a strange freak.
"Say, what are you giving me?" he asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Are you kidding me about the tip?"
"You mean what the broker said about D. & G. ?"
"Yes."
"No. He said just what I told you."
"What are you going to do about it?"
"What should I do about it?"
"Say, are you trying to make me think you are green?"
"No. Why should I?"
"Haven't you got any money?"
"Not a red."
"Neither have I now. If I didn't have to give up the
$50 I had save~ $30 of which I made on a deal some time
1
ago, I'd be in li!ne to clear $100 on this tip of yours. It's
hard luck."
"How would you make $100 on my tip as you call it?"
"I'd buy five shares of D. & G. •stock right away. It
might go up twenty points in a week or two, then I'd make
one hundred plunks."
"Oh, I see. I'd like to do that myself if I was able to,
but I never had $50 at. one time in my life, nor half of it."
, "There's a little bank and brokerage house on Nassau
Street, above Wa11, where you can buy as low as five shares
of a stock on margin any time you have the coin to put up.
You know the place I mean, don't you?"
"No."
"It's the Nassau Street Banking and Brokerage Co."'
"I know that place."
"You've never worked a deal, I guess."
"Never."
"Where did you work before you came here?"
"Nowhere."
"Been going to school right along?"
"If you mean night school, yes."
"Night school! What have you been doing in the daytime?"
" Selling papers."
"What, for a living?" cried Willie m some astonishment.
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"Yes."
"Where do you live?"
"No. - Cherry Street."
"The dickens you do ! You don't look as if you came
from that locality or sold papers about the streets. Come,
now, you're joking, aren't you?"
"No. I didn't sell papers in these clothes. I got this
suit when I came to work here."
"How came you to be taken on here?"
"Mr. Rand was hard up for a messenger the first day
you stayed away, and he gave me the job."
"Wlio recommended you?"
"Nobody."
Willie Day was evidently puzzled.
"He must have known something about you. I had to
have a pull to catch on myself."
"He didn't intend to give me steady work till I saved
his daughter from an accident."
"You saved Edna Rand from an accident! When and
how?"
Jack ,told him all the particulars of the incident.
"That settles it," replied Willie. "You'll have a snap
here. He's given you my job, and I'll probably be let off
with two weeks' back wages."
"I hope not," replied Jack. "I don't want to take your
job away from you."
"It's not your fault and I'm not finding fault with yo~.
It's just your luck, that's all."
At that moment the cashier came in.
He saw Willie talking to Jack.
"Come here, Willie. I want to see you," he said, walking
into the counting-room.
"I see my finish," said the messenger to Jack.
He walked into the counting-room with a disco:rasolate
expression on his features.
Jack falt sorry for him ·and waited for him to come out.
He didn't, however, for he was put to work at a desk
in a corner by the cashier.
CHAPTER V.
JACK FINDS A VALUABI,E WALLET.

Mr. Rand came in shortly afterward, -and after going oyer
his mail rang for Jack.
"Tell Miss Brady to come in to take dictation,'' he said
to the boy.
,
Jack marched into the counting-room and then he saw
Willie perch~d on a high stool at a desk copying a number
of documents into a record book.
After giving the stenographer the broker's message Jack
stepped over to where the late messenger was busy.
"Instead of being bounced you've been promoted,'' he
said. "I was pretty sure that Mr. Rand would take care
of you. Glad to see that you're all right."
"Thanks," said Willie. "I'm going to get $2 a week
more wages, too."
"It was a good thing for both of us that you got sick,"
replied Jack. "If you hadn't been off I wouldn't have got
this job. Now we're both well fixed."
"I wish I had $100 or even $50 to back that tip of yours,"
said Willie.
Jack laughed.
/
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"So you think it's a good one?"
"Bang up. Looks like a sure winner."
"As we haven't any money to back it we're both out of
it, I guess."
"(_!'hat's what, more's the pity. Run along now, or · the
cashier will notice us."
Jack returned to his seat in the waiting-room.
Willie's remarks about tips and speculative deals had
awakened a new line of thought in Jack's brain.
Although he had been selling papers in the financial
district for several months, he had not bothered much
about tile rise and fall of stocks.
He had heard the bootblacks and other newsboys talking
about the market at odd times, but as he had no money to
risk, the subject did not particularly interest him.
During the two weeks he had been running errands for
Mr. Rand he had learned more about Wall Street matters
than he had picked up altogether before.
While waiting to be called by either the cashier or his
e.mployer, Jack picked up a copy of a Wall Street daily.
The first thing he saw was a paragraph relating to D.
& G.

It hinted tliat the stock was a good proposition to buy
for a rise.
Turning to the market report, he looked it up in its
alphabetical order.
He found that it was now going at 72.
The subject began to interest him greatly for the first
time.
"If a fellow has a little money 'to spare he can make a
haul quite often clown here, I guess, provided he's lucky.
I've heard, though, that lots of people go broke through
speculating on margin. It seems to be a game of chance,
like heads you win and tails you lose, on the flip of a coin.
I think I 'd like to take a shy at the game, just to see how
I'd come out. Not much chance of me doing that from
the present outlook."
Jud then Mr. Rand's bell rang, and he had to go inside
and see what his employer wanted.
rrhe broker had three notes for him to take to as many
different persons in nearby offices, so he put on his hat and
started off.
After delivering two of them, the third took him to the
- Peck Building on Broadway.
The elevator ,landed him on the seventh floor, and as he
stepped out he found that he should have got out at the
floor below.
The stairway was before him and down he ran in a
hurry. _
When near th€ bottom he stepped on something that slid
away, with the result that his feet went up and he landed
on his back on the stairs, and covered the balance of the
distance in a quicker and more undignified fashion than
he liked, landing with a flop on the hard floor.
When he sat up he felt kind 0£ dazed.
"Gee! I must have stepped on a banana peel," he muttered, rubbing his arm, which felt as if the skin had been
lilhaved off in sections. "A fellow who will drop a banana
peel on the stairs ought to be-hello ! what's that?"
Something oblong, of a dark brown color, and fat looking, lay between his feet.

"By George! It's a pocketbook!" he exclaimed; as he
reached for it.
'
It was a shabby-looking· old wallet to begin with, the
flap being secured by a wide rubber band.
"I wonder if there's any mol\ey in it?" he mused.
It didn't take him long to open it, and he found a wad of
bills that made his eyes bulge.
"Who could ha1·e lost such a valuable thing as this on
these stairs?" he said to himself.
He looked the wallet over to try and find an answer
to his question, but there wasn't the slightest clue to the
owner.
It contained absolutely nothing but the money.
There was no mark whateYer on the' wallet, or on the
bills, by which the man who had lost them could be identified, and Jack looked at his find as if in· a dream.
Recollecting that he had a note to deliver, whic)1 probably was very important, he put the pocketbook in his
pocket and hurried to the office where he was bound.
After leaving his note he started for the elevator.
While waiting for a cage to come up he looked at the
wallet again, going into every nook and corner of it without
any better result than before.
He made no attempt to count tho money, but it seemed
to be a consiclerahlc sum, for there were several $50 notef<,
a number of $20 ohes, anil a whole bunch of $10 denominations.
"This will probably be advertised for," he said to himself "so I must watch the lost and found columns of the
pap~rs. No doubt there will be a reward offered for its
retui·n, and that will give aunt and I a lift just when we
need it badly. Now that I've got a good job, and a steady
one, l"d like to move away from Cherry Street. It's no
place for a person to live if he can do betteT. That tenement is a filthy hole to vegetate in. Cheap as it is in one
way ifs clear in ?thers. I'm sure aunt and I can do much
better fqr a little more money."
Jack decided to show his find to Mr. Ran cl and ask his
advice about finding the owner in case he did not see it
achertised for; but when he got back to the office Mr. Rand
had gone to the Exchange.
He concluded not to show it' to Willie, as he wasn't sure
but his new friend might al:gue that he ought to keep tHe
money on ihe principle that finders is keepers.
The temptation to appropriate the money to his own
uRe, wilhout bothering about whether it should be advertised for or not, had already asi::ailcd him, but he shook
his head, muttering: "It isn't mine, I have no right to use
a dollar of it as long as there is a ghost of a chance of the
owner turning up. Some people might consider thcmsel yes justified in doing it, but it wouldn't be right. I've
been taught to be honest, and I mean to be, but that money
is an awful temptation to a fellow. It would put aunt and
me on Easy Street. We could buy nice clothes, and a lot
of things we need with it, and have a whole lot left to put
in bank. Such a chance will probably never come my way
again . . Lightning, they say, doesn't strike twice in the
same place. There, I must quit thinking about it. If I
don't I may give in and then I'd feel meaner than dirt.
'Be sure you're right, then go ahead.' That's a good motto
for a boy to follow. A clear conscience beats anything in
creation."
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Jack was kept busy all that day, and he wasn't in the
office more than :five minutes at a time.
After the Exchange closed Mr. Rand did not come back.
He went to lurrch and then attended a directors' meeting, after which he went J;tome.
Jack carried the wallet borne with him.
"See what I found, Aunt Madge," he said.
entering
the liring room.
He tossed the pocketbook into her lap.
"Where did }'OU find it?", she asked.
He told her all the circumstances.
"There's a stack of money in it. You'd better count it."
On opening the wallet she was astonished at the display
of bills.
They counted the money together and it footed up $5,000
exactly.
"And you haven't any i'dea who lost it?" she said.
"Not the slightest. The only thing I can do is to watch
the papers. I should imagine it will be advertised with
a reward of $100 or more. Such a sum would come in
handy for us."
"It would, indeed," replied the little woman.
Jack hid the wallet between his mattresses that night,
for he felt nervous at having such a big suin of money in
their rooms over night.
The first thing he did when he bought his paper in the·
morning, on _his way to the office, was to consult the lost
and found column, but there was nothing which referred
eyen in the most remote way to the pocketbook he had
found.
When he got to the office he picked up one of the morning
papers most widely read in the :financial district and
examined the advertisements.
The following met his gaze:

not it was advertised. However, your reward will be $1,000
and a clear conscience. I think Mr. Goodman inserted that
advertisement as a forlorn hope. He hardly expects to hear
from it, I guess. \ The $5,000 in that wallet , could never
be traced. Under such circumstances it seems almost too
much for the owner to expect ever to see his money again.
In this case, however, the wallet fell into wortlly hands,
and Mr. Goo'dman is to be congratulated that he will git
off as easy as $1,000 loss."
Half an hour later Jack walked into George Goodman's
office in the Alcatraz Building.
"Is Mr. Goodman in?" he asked a small, sandy haired
youth, who asked him what he wanted.
"Yes. Want to see him?"
"I do."
"What's your name?"
"Ashford," replied Jack.
The small boy entered an adjoining room and soon r etumecl, saying that he was to walk in there.
"Well, young ·m an," said Mr. Goodman, "what can I do
for you?"
"I called in reference to your ad. in this morning's
paper," said Jack.
.
'"Well," exclaimed the gentlem~n, with a sudden look
of eager interest, "am I to understand that you can·. furnish me with some information about that pocketbook?"
'~I found a pocketbook that seems to ansW: r the wording
of your ad. If you will describe it and its contents I
will decide whether or not it is yours."
"vVhere did you find it?"
"In the Peck Building, near the foot of the stairs leading to the seventh floor . I was corning clown the flight
when I i stepped on it and received a rather nasty fall. I
then saw the wallet, picked it up i&d examined it. The
contents were quite valuable, but as there was no clue to
"$1,000 Reward and no questions asked for the return, its , owner it was impossible for me to look for the person
with contents intact; of an old leather pock~tbook, lost who lost it. I thought that it would be advertised for, so
either in the Peck Building or somewhere' or! Broadway I scanned the papers this morning and saw your ad.
between Exchange Place and Pine Street. GEORGE Goon- Please tell me what your wallet looked like, and what was
MAN, Room 51, Alcatraz Building, Pine Street."
in it."
l\Ir. Goodman promptly described the pocketboak and
Jack studied the advertisement carefully.
said that it containeq $5,000 in $10, $20 and $50 bills.
"That's it, sure enough. One thousand dollars reward.
"I guess you have identified your property near enough.
Gee! That's a whole lot of money. I wonder if I ought Here i , the wallet I found," and Jack laid it on· his desk.
to take so much? It will be no great trouble to take the
"That's mine sure enough~" said the gentleman.
wallet up to the Alcatraz Building. If I get $1,000 that
He 'picked it up and counted out $1,000 in big bills.
will be the easiest money I ever made in my life, or prob"Young man, it gives me great pleasure to pay you the ably e;ver will make. I must make a note of the different amount of the reward," he said, tendering the money to
bills, for the owner will have to identify his property to get Jack. "Such honesty as you have just shown seems to be
ifback, and I guess he ought to be able to do that easily a rare article in this world. It is a matter of some surprise
enough."
to me to get my money back under the circumstances. It
When Mr. Rand came in Jack showed him the wallet seemed almost too ridiculous to expect that anybody would -•
and the money he had found the day previous; also the give up $5,000 for $1,000, even for the sake of proving how
advertisement of the owner.
honest they were. I fear that with some persons it would
"I should like to get off long enough to be able t~ return have made little difference if my card had been in the
the pocketbook to this Mr. Goodman after he ha,d identified wallet to direct them. What is your full name and where
his prope1;ty," said Jack.
are you employed?"
"Certainly," said the broker. "You're an honest boy,,
"My name is Jack Ashford, and I work for George Rand,
Jack,"fhe added approvingly. "I'm afraid most people stock broker, Liverpool Building, Wall 'Street."
would not be able to resist the temptation to keep such a
"Thank you. I wish to keep your name and address
find as that, especially when there is no clue to ·the owner, for personal reasons. I trust the $1,000 will prove of great
about it. Few would take the trouble to see whether or ' benefit to you. You certainly deserve it."
/
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Jack thanked Mr. Goodman for the reward and then
took his leave.
CHAPTER VI.
/

J.A.CK'S FIR&r DE.A.L.
1

Jack went to lunch at one o'clock with Wi!Jie, and on the
way he told him all aboot the pocketbook incident.
"Did you get the $1,000 reward?" asked Willie.
"I did. It's in my pocket now."
"Suffering Moses! Talk about luck! And just when
you need a stake to get in on that tip o:f yours," cried
Willie. -"You can buy 100 shares o:f D. & G. now and
stand to win $2,000."
".l'm not going to put up all that money on. D: & G. or
any other game of chance," said Jack, with a decided nod
of his head. "I might put up half of it, but aunt and I
need money too badly for me to run the · chance of losing
it all on a stock tip."
"Well, i:f you buy 50 shares you may make $1,000 clear.
I wouldn't hesitate a moment to do that if I was in your
shoes. I wish you'd loan me $100 to put up on 10 shares."
"What security have you got to offer, Willie?"
"Nothing. All my gilt-edge bonds are up on a million. dollar deal," he grinned.
"I'll lend you $50, Willie. If you lose it I shan't hound
you for the money. I'll put it down to profit and loss."
"You're a brick, Jack. On your way home just drop
into the little bank on Nassau Street and buy me five shares
of D. & G. with the money, and don't fail to get at least
:fifty for yourself."
Jack was a little nervous about going into the deal in
D. & G., though it seei11ed to' be pretty good.
The price had advaJll.ced one point since the day before.
The idea that he might make anywhere from $500 to
$1,000 on fifty shares was a strong temptation for him to
take the risk.
Still he h~d never ma.de a deal in his life, and he didn't
know just how to go about it.
/
When the time came that he was free for the afternoon
he stopped at Willie's desk and said to him:
'rl'm going up to that little bank now. Who will I
strike there?"
·"The margin clerk. He's got a desk by a small window
in the brokerage department. That section of the bank_is
open for business until four o'clock."
"What will I say to him?"
"Tell him that you want to buy fifty-five shares of D.
'& G. at the market price on a ten per cent. piargin. He'll
fill out an order blank and hand it to. you to sign. You'll
haYe to put up $550. The five shares are what you're backing me for."
Thus instructed Jack went to the little bank and transacted the business without any trouble.
When he got h'ome at about half-past four he told his
aunt that the pocketbook was atlvertised for that morning
and he had returned it to the owner.
"He gave you something, didn't he?" she said.
"Yes, he gave me $1,000."
•
"My goodness! As much as that?"
"Yes, and here is your share, aunty," he replied, tossing
• the $450 balance into her lap.

She counted the roll over 'twice and then said:
"Is all this really for me?"
, "Who else?"
"You're a dear, good boy, Jack. Come here till I kiss
you."
'
•
"Now, Aunt Madge," said the boy, caressing the soft
brown hair, streaked with silver threads, of th.e little
woman who had been as good as a mother to him :for many
years, "as soon as our month is l!learly up here I want you
to hunt up rooms' in a better locality. .Cherry~Street is all
right in its way, but I tl1ink we can do ever so much better
1
:for a little more money. These rooms are too dark and
stuffy, and the house too dirty and common, for any one
to live in that can afford to better themselves. Now that
I'm anchored in Wall Street it would be to my advantage to
live in a different part of town."
"Where would you like to go, Jack, dear?"· asked his
aunt, who was just as anxious as he to make a change, for
she had always felt out of place in the social conditions
of Cherry Street.
·
, "You might try the west side--some small street in
Greenwich Village, as it used to be called years-ago. There
are cheap rooms to be got there in some small liouse on a
quiet street, say around Hudson Street, not so far from the
Nin th Aveml.e elevated station at Christolllier Street. Take
a walk over there and look around. You have lots of time
before the first in· which to make a selection."
His aunt promised to do so, and then Jack put on his
hat and went down stairs to see the gang, with whom he
didn't think it good policy to break too abruptly.
Next morning the first thing Jack did after he bought his
paper was to look at the :financial page to see if there was
anything about D. & G.
At the office he glanced over the Wall Street dailies that
Mr. Rand subscribed for, with the same object in view~
There seemed to be a dearth of news with respect to that
stock.
Jack was rather disappointed, for he e*pected to see
something about the anticipated boom.
When Willie came in he asked him why the papers were
so quiet over D. & G. when there was a big syndicate behind
the stock getting ready to boom it.
Willie told him that he mustn't expect too much all at
once.
"Watch the ticker whenever you get the chance from this
out as long as you are interested in the market," he said.
"If the stock advances fifteen points under the boom; I'd
sell out. It is a bad idea to hold on for the last dollar."
Then Willie went on to his des).<:, while Jack gave his
attention to the general news of the Street.
'
Soon after Mr. Rand came to the office Jack started out
on his :first morning errand, and .fie was kept on the hop
till eleven o'clock, when he had a short breathing spell.
Then the cashier sent him around to the Exchange with
a note to the boss.
When he got there, and was waiting" for Mr. Rand to
come to the rail, he saw by the big blackboard that D. &
G. had got up another point / that morning, being now
quoted at 74.
That meant that he was $50 ahead so· far, and he :felt
pretty good.
The stock closed that day at 74 5-8'.

slov
the
the
J
out
prt
]

the

th1

OU

go
ca
th

·w

d<
li
w

\'

JUST HIS LUCK.

iss

~ft

;le
!ly

rn
111

er
id

!le

at
to
is

.n
re

a
e

re
Le

is
e

is

IS

.t

e

t

.S

h

0

lo

t

During the next few days the stock ·continued to rise
slow!)( in the market till it reached 78, then one morning
the boom set in unexpectedly, and before three that day
the price had gone up to 85.
J ack asked Willie if he didn't think he had better sell
out, but the young clerk advised him to hold on till the
prfue reached 88, at any rate.
Nexi;lfday the excitement over the boom was greater than
the day before.
The stock passed 90 before Jack was aware of the fact.
Noticing the figure 90 3-8 on the tape he rushed into
the counting-room and told Willie about it.
"Sell out right away if you can get permission to go
out for a few minutes. It won't go much higher, and may
go on a slump before you know where you are. Ask the
cashier to let you off for ten minutes, then run around to
the little bank and order the stock sold at once " said
'Willie.
'
Jack, feeling greatly e.'i:cited over the fate of h.is first
deal, lost no time in asking the ca,shier for leave to go out.
On receiving the required permission he made a beeline for the little bank so fast that peop,le on the street
wondered at his remarkable activity.
He found the reception-room there crowded with customers; who were watching a boy chalk up quotations on a
blackboard at the end of the room as fast as they came in.
He had to take his place in the line of impatient people
waiting to reach the margin clerk's window.
It took him some little time to reach the window himself,
and during this interval he was on pins and needles with
apprehension lest , D. & G. should suddenly commence to
go backward.
Happily for him this did not happen, and he got in his
order to sell.
"When will the sale be made?" he asked the clerk.
"Inside of a quarter of an hour," was the reply.
J ack then got back to the office as fast as he could, for
he had already exceeded the time he had asked for.
He leioked at the tape as soon as he got back and saw
that D. & G. had gone up to 91 1-8.
It continued to advance till it reached 92 5-8, half an
hour later, when somebody dumped several big blocks of
stock on the market in quick succession and broke the
price.
A small panic set in, during which the price went down
to 81, where it recovered a• bit, but after going to 84 it
declined again below 80.
Jack, however, had no further interest in its fate.
Next morning he received a statement and a check from
the bank, which showed that he had made a profit of $18 a
share over and above commissions and other expenses.
The total sum he made was $900, while Willie made just
one-ten~h of that amount, or $90.
Jack was now worth $1,450, and he felt like a fighting
cock.

11

He also had frequent talks with Willie on the subject,
and his eyes became opened to the possibilities that the
stock market afforded.
While Willie admitted that there were about nine chances
of losing money to one of gaining it in Wall Street, he
still maintained that the one chance was always within the
reach of the person who was smart enough to make the
best use of his opportunities.
"Keep your eyes and ears open, Jack, when you are
c~rrying messages around among the offices," he said.
"Tl1 ere is always the chance of picking up a tip like you
did the .ope on D. & G."
"That was a fine one, for it put $900 in my pocket,"
said Jack.
"And $90 in mine, because you were such a good fellow
as to stake me when I did not have a red. I am now $40
better off than before I took sick, with a better job in the
bargain because you happened to sav: the boss's daughter
from injury, and took my place as messenger.''
"It was just my luck to be. on hand at the right moment,
wasn't it?"
"You bet it was.''
'l'hat afternoon Jack borrowed a book from the office
,giving past records of the stock market for several years
'back.
·
·
.
He took it home and stayed in the house that evemng,
studying the dry statistics, with a view to his future
benefit.
His aunt paid so little attention to this new occupation
of his that she thought he was reading a story book.
About nine o'clock Packy Davis came up stairs to .see
what had become of him.
The gang had missed him.
h
.
,In fact this select coterie of Cherry Street s anmgans
were beginning to notice that he absented himse).f more
and more from them since he connected with his Wall
Street job.
"Wot yer do in' in de house on such a :fine night?" asked
_Packy, looking at the book Jack was conning over. "Night
school ain't keepin' no more, so yer ain't got no call to
monkey wit' books."
· "This is a Wall Street book. I'm studying it for points,"
replied Jack.
"Have yer got to do dat to keep yer job?" '
"No; but the more I know about my busineS<> the better
I'll get along.''
"Have ycr got to study all dem figgers ?"
"I don't 1111ve to exactly. It's to my interest to learn all
I can about stocks. They're going up and down all the
time, and I want to kind of keep track of the principal
ones."
"Maybe yer intend to be one of dcm brokers some day?"
"It's a good business. There's lots of money in it."
"Everybody in Wall Street makes slathers of coin, don't
dey ?"
"Most of them do very well. But a fellow can't always
tell where he is at down there. He may be worth a million
CHAPTER VII.
one day and then a panic might come along and clean him
JA.CK MA.KES A GOOD HAUL IN A.. & P.
out
of every dollar."
\
Jack was so taken with the results of his first speculation
"Dat so?" ejaculated Packy. "Wot does he do, den?"
"If it's winter time h'e's liable to have to live on snowthat he gave his attention after that to studying the market
with a view to subsequent operations.
balls till he can get another start," grinned Jack.
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He had to wait, and took his seat n ear a group of four
"I never heard of nobody livin' on snowballs," said
·
P acky, who did not see the drift of the young messenger's men who appeared to be brokers.
Jack soon found that they were discussing the prospects
remark. "Dey gen'rally live on free lunches 'round here
of a rise in A. & P.
when dey ain't got de price of a meal."
"I've noticed that Harris is buying the stock whenever it
"It's about the same thing. It's an expression the boys
use clown there, that's all, when they speak about a man that is offered," said one of them. "He seems to be taking in
has just been cleaned out."
a lot."
"Yes," said another, "the same fact struck me, too. ' As
"Well, ain'-t ·yer com in' down a few minutes? De gang
is lqokin' for yer. Dey t'ink yer gettin' high-toned since he is generally connected :with some syndicate that has
an axe to grind, it looks to me as if there might be a pool
yer went to work for a broker, and want to shake dem."
"I'll come down awhile. 'l'he fellows needn't think I'm behind him. In that case the stock is sure to boom
shortly."
putting on any airs, for that isn't my way."
"So I told dem."
"I think it would be to our advantage to go long on
Jack put o'n his hat and accompanied Packy to the side- some of it on the chance that there is something in the
walk, wher he found the "crowd" waiting for him to show wind,'' said a third broker.
up.
"I hate to tie up my money unless I'm dead sure of •
He easily squared himself with them, for they liked him, results."
"How can you be dead sure of anything in Wall Street?"
and after remaining an hour he excused himself and went
to bed.
said the first speaker. "When you see Harris buying
Next morning Jack was up~right and early, as was his heavily of any stock you can gamble on it that he· is workcustom, and after breakfast he walked down to the Battery ing in the interests of a combination, and a big one at
and seated himself on one of the- benches overlooking the that. You've never seen him buying for anybody but the
bay.
top-notchers."
That is all Jack heard then, but it was enough to set
He did this because it was too early for him to show up
·
at the office.
him thinking about the stock they had been speaking about.
When he got back to the office he fonnd a chance to tell
He read his morning paper there, and by the time he
had :finished with it a big clock in the neighborhood told Willie of the conversation he had overheard.
'
him it was time for him to get to business.
"Harris is one of the biggest brokers in the business,''
He met a long string of clerks, messengers and others on said Willie. "They say he's the biggest buyer in the
the way to their various offices, and he wondered how Street, and for that reason he is employed by certain heavy
many of them could boast of being worth $1,450 clear operators when they want to gather up a stock as quietly
money that they had no immediate use for.
a.s possible and at the lowestrmarket :figures. If he's buying
It was about the middle of May and times were lively A. & P, on the Exchange. it's a pretty good sign that he
in Wall Street.
has rounded up thousands 0£ shares beforehand among the
The slump in D. & G. after the boom had not hurt the different offices, not in person but by deputies. I'll bet A.
market anything to speak of.
& P. is slated for a. boom and you and me had better get
Quite a number of the "lambs" had been cleaned out, in on it at once i£ we•can. I 've got $100 in the office safe.
but their disappearance from the Street was scarcely Ill ge Lit for you to invest in ten shares 0£ A. & P. for me.
noticeable.
While you're doing it you'd better buy a hundred or more
For the next two weeks Jack was kept on the run during for vourself."
\Villie got the m~ney and handed it to him.
working hours, seldom getting a chance to go to lunch
Jack, highly interested in the matter, looked up A. & P.
until his duties were over for the day.
and Ra\1' that it \ras going at 85, having gone up five points
One morning Mr. Rand called him inside and said:
"My daughter wants to know when you .are going to that week.
ll e decided to take the risk of 100 shares, especiall y as
keep your promise to .call on her."
I'd he saw th aL Willie wa s sport enough to put up every cent
"I don't know," replied Jack, in a diffident way.
like to call but r. ain't used to visiting at swell houses, sir." he po~ses~c d on teu shares.
On his way home that afLernoon he stopped at the little
· "Nonsense, my lad. You' ve got our address. Edna is
really ~xious for you to call. If you don't do it very soon bank and left an order for the purchase of 110 shares at
she will come down to the office to inquire into your reason the market, putting $1,100 up as margin.
As A. & P. closed at 85 that is what it cost him.
for not doing so. Remember that when a gentleman makes
Soon after the Exchange opened next morning it went
a promise to a young lady he should always keep it."
up to 86.
"All right, sir. I'll call if you don't object."
Every place Jack went that day he listened to people
"Why should I object? I shall be glad to have you visit
who were i!alking "shop,'' in the hope that he might learn
us."
something more about the prospects of A. & P., but he
Jack said he would call some night next week.
"Very well. I will tell Edna that you will call next hardly heard the stock mentioned.
When he was sent to lhc Exchange on errands he took
Wednesday and she will look for you."
That afternoon Jack carried a note to Calhoun & Co., particular care to watch the A. & P . standard.
Each time he saw a stalwart-looking trader hovering
brokers, of the Pluto Building.
fie found quite a number of people ahead of him, waiting about the pole, occasionally making memorandums on his
pad and exchanging them with other brokers.
to see Mr. Calhoun on business.
;
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1
"That must be Harris,'' he said to himself.
,
my carcl case on the way, or forgot it at ' 1ome. No, I
To make sure he inquired of one of the attaches and won't. I wouldn't tell a lie about such a thing as that.
learned that it was Broker Harris, all right.
I There's nothing for me to be ashamed of in not haYing a
The fact that Harris was buying A. & P. yet satisfied card. l\1iss Edna won't expect me to have one, for she
Jack that he and Willie had made no mistake in getting 11 knows I'p1 a poor boy, though I ain't as p()or as I was by
in on the stock.
I a long chalk. In fact that $3,500 makes me feel like a
"We ought to make as good a thing out of this as we small capitalist. I tell you, it's a whole lot of money when
did on D. & G.," he thought. "It's a gilt-edge stock. The you come to think of it. I guess I could buy a house and
only thing is I must see that I sell out before it get~ top- 1 lot in he suburbs for that easily enough. If I keep on
heavy. The question is when will it get top-heavy?"
making lucky deals I may be able to buy a swell mansion
Although A. & P. advanced by degrees to 90, there was on Riverside DriYe some day. Then I'd be right in it."
no excitement on the Exchange over it.
After supper Jack proceeded to iron a fine crease in his
On Monday morning of the following week, however, trouser legs.
statements came out in the daily papers that attracted
Then he dressed himself with all the care his circumgeneral attention to the stock.
stances would permit .
Then there was a sudden demand for the shares.
On his way to th e Third Avenue elevated station he
Harris was seen no more at .the pole, but other brokers, gave a bootblack a nickel fol' a shine.
in the employ of the syndicate, appeared there and helped
After that he caught a train and went up to Fifty-ninth
the excitement along, boosting the price by bidding for the Street station.
stock at rising figures.
From there he walked to l\1adison Avenue and proceeded
As they knew the syndicate had purchased about all to the broker's home on East Sixty-first Street, near Fifth
there was to be got, they had little fear of any large lots A Yenue.
coming to the surface.
He felt as nervous as though he had just heard that the
The price kept on going up till it reached par that after- bank where his money was on .deposit was about to fail.
noon.
It was a new experience for him to be calling on a pretty
Jack was going to ' sell out at that figure, but Willie and refined girl, whose father was a rich Wall Street
persuaded him to wait till next day.
broker.
'
The stock opened at 101, and by eleven was selling at 105
Never in all his life ha rl he been inside of a private house,
and a fraction.
and he expected to find :Jir. Rand's residence a palace
Jack decided that he would be taking too much of a in its way.
risk to hold on any longer, so he took advantage of the
When he reached the number he saw a high-stoop· brownfirst chance to run up to the bank and order his shares stone residence before him.
and Willie's sold.
"Well, here goes,'' he ~a i d, star ting up the steps. "I
The sale was promptly put through at a profit of $20 hope I won't meet any of Miss Edna's dude friends here
a share to the boys.
to-night. I wouldn "t be in it a little bit with them ."
Thus Jack cleaned up $2,050 and Willie made $205.
H e rang the bell, which was presently answered by a
When Jack went to the bank to collect his check he took trim-looking maid.
out a certificate of deposit for $3,500, representing his
"Is Miss Edna at home?" asked Jack.
capital to date.
"Are you Mr. Ashford?"
"That's my name."
"
\Valk in."
CHAPTER VIII.
She piloted Jack up stairs to the fami ly sitting-room,
JACK CALLS ON EDNA RAND.
which was an honor not usually accorded to male vi sitors.
Two such highly successful dea ls in succession made
Jack, however, didn't know the difference.
Jack feel that he was on the high road to wealth.
"I will announce your arrival to Miss Rand,'' said the
Only about a month before h e had no prospects whatever, maid after showing Jack into the sitting-room.
and was making a precarious living for his aunt and himTh e young messenger took possession of one of the gilt
self by selling newspapers on the streets.
chairs and looked around the room.
Now a sudden turn of Fortune's wheel had given him
It was furnished in a quiet, home-like fashion, the mosil
a first-class job, and placed him in a position where he striking feature being a !hick Persian rug which covered
seemed to be able to make all kinds of money.
the greater part of the floor.
"I suppose it's just my luck," he said to himself. "Some
A handsome upright piano of the most approved manupersons are lucky and some are not. I owe it all to that facture stood against one of the walls, and there were
man-hole blowing up and frightening the horse of Miss many valuable pictures that attracted Jack's eye.
Rand's cab. I was on hand to save her, and that did the
While he was looking at one of them Edna, in her handbusiness for me. That reminds me that I promised her somest hou~e gown, entered the room.
father I would call on her to-night. . I've got to go, but
"I'm awfully glad to -see you, Jack," she said, greeting
I'd like to get out of it, much as I would like to see her. him with great warmth.
When I ring the bell I suppose the gril who comes to the
"And I 'm glad to see you,''' said the boy, dazzled by her
<loor will ask me for my card. That will make me feel loveliness.
like thirty cents because I haven't any card. I'll have to
In fact he hardly knew her in her swell get-up.
bluff it through some way. I might tell her that I lost
"Come and sit on the lounge with me," she said.

e
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and he showed it.
enough for that."

Jack was ~uch embarrassed,
He did not know what to say to this aristocratic young
'
miss.
Edna appreciated his feelings and tried to put him at his
ease.
She did nearly all the talking at first, until Jack's
self-possession returned to hini, when he began to do his
share.
On the whole; he got along pretty well that even~.
After awhile she went to the piano and played and sang
for him in a way that quite enchanted him.
She had a couple of popular songs that he was acquainted
'\rith, and she induced him to j0in in with her in the
ehorus.
Finally she persuaded him to sing something himself,
furnishing the accompaniment with very little trouble.
The maid brought up some ice-cream, cake and strawberries, and Jack was willing to swear that he had never
tasted anything half so delicious in his life.
By the time the clock struck ten and he got up to go he
had forgotten all about his bashfulness, and was talking
and laughing with the girl as if he had known her all his
life.
"You mu!lt call again soon, Jack," said Edna, accompanying him to the hall door.
"Thank you, I will be glad to do so," he replied, and he
told the exact truth ..
"I will be home this night two weeks. Shall I expect
to see you then?"
"Certainly, if you say so."
"Then I say so," she laughingly replied. "Remember
you must not disappoint me."
"I wouldn't think of doing that," he answered. "Goodnight."
They shook hands and then he walked down the steps.
"She's the finest girl in the world," he mused, as he
walked along. "She made a whole lot of me to-night, just
as if I amounted to something. Well, maybe I will amount
to something one of these days. It won't be my fault if
I don't. I've been down in the world long enough. It is
time I began to rise. But I'm afraid I'll never rise high
enough to feel that I'm the equal of Miss Edna. She
certainly treated me \ awfully nice, considering I'm the
lowest employee iDi her fath~r's office. 'T hat shows what
a fine girl she is. Most girls in her station of life wouldn't
consider me worthy of notice, and I guess I couldn't blame
them, for I'm not one of the upper crust nor within hailing
distance of them."
Of course, he told his aunt all about his visit to his
employer's daughter when he got home, and he couldn't say
anything too nice about Edna.
He also regaled Willie next day with, a description of
his reception at the Rand home, and how swell looking
Edna looked.
• "You have a snap, Jack," grinned the young clerk. "I
guess you're the first employee of this establishment that
has enjoyed the honor of calling at the boss's house just
like a regular visitor."
. "I couldn't refuse going after being invited."
"I should say not. The honor is in getting the invitation. That's the reward for saving Miss Edna from
perhaps a fatal injury."

'

"This job was reward
"Don't you ,believe it. Miss Edna is the old man's only
child. He'd sooner lose every dollar he has in the world
than lose her. He won't forget what he owes you for saving
her. He'll push you ahead in the business as fast as he
can, and I wouldn't be surprised but when he dies he'll
leave you something handsome in his will."
"It is just possible I might die first," laughed Jack.
"You mustn't do that. You'd lose by it."
"Whether I'd lose or not I might have little say in the
matter. Nobody in this world can tell with any degree of
certainty how long he's going to live, no matter if he's
young an~ strong like you and I are at present."
"Did Miss Edna invite you to call again?"
"She did that, and set the evening herself: Say, you
ought to have tasted that cake, and ice-cream, and those
strawberries that were served to us last night. It makes
mv mouth water to think about them."
·"Look here, Jack, if you play the game right you might
marry Miss Edna some day, and then you'd get taken into
this business as the junior partner."
"You're putting it pretty strong, Willie. That's all
right for a story book, but in real life things don't often
work out that way."
"How do you know they don't? Aren't the papers always
printing stories about poor chaps marrying heiresses? Don't
wealthy young ladies often run off with their fathers' coachmen? It isn't so long ago that I read about the driver of a
department store marrying the daughter of one of the firm's
best customers. He wasn't over twenty-three, and wasn't •
worth a cent. It's just a fellow's luck."
"By the time I'm old enough to think of getting married
I expect to be well off and able to support a wife in style.
Now, let's talk about something else."
CHAPTER IX.
JACK'S RUN OF LUCK CON.TINUES.

On the day follmving Jack's visit to Edna Rand, an
expressman carted all of Mrs. Graham's worldly goods from
the Cherry Street tenement to a two-story and basement
house near Christopher Street, where the little woman had
rented the entire second floor at a reasonable figure.
Jack notified Packy Davis and the rest of the "g-ang"
the night previous that he was going over on the west side
to live, and they set up a big howl at losing him.
He promised to come and see them occasionally, and
they had to be rntisfied with that, but he intended to drop
them as quickly as he could without hurting their feelings .
He was continually meeting the newsboys and bootblack;
with whom he had associated when he was selling papers.
He didn't put on any airs with them because he was now
up in the world, and the result was he kept in their good
graces~ while he didn't actually have much to do with
them'.
Jack kept his eyes open for another tip, but the summer
passed and fall came on without any luck of that kind
falling in his way. ·
In the latter part of August he and Willie had a week's
vacation, and they spent it on Willie's grandfather's farm
in Sullivan County, where they had a bang-up time.
They had been back at work about a month when Jack
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was sent to cleliver a mess§lge to a broker named Butler in
the Astor Building.
He was admitted to the broker's private room and that
gentleman read the note.
"Wait here till I come back," said the broker. "I shall
have an answer for you. Sit down in that chair," and he
pointed to one against the partition.
Jack sat down and waited.
Presently he heard the broker's voice in the next room .
• He was talking to his partner.
The partition was thin and the boy heard all that passed
between them.
'!'hey were talking about it syndicate that was tDearly
completed for the purpose of booming L. & M. stock.
Mr. Rand had been invitet1 to go into it, but the note
Jack brought was a declination on his part, owing to the
· fact that all his available capital was tied up and he was
not in a position to put up the half million required to
qualify him as a member· of the pool.
Both brokers were disappointed because they had
counted .on him as a sure thing, and they tried to think
up some inducement that might be offered to the trader, for
in their opinion his statement that his money was tied up
was only a polite way of getting out of a half promiee he
had made to go in with them.
'I'hc partners talked the matter over for several minutes
and finally they decided to see the other members of the
synd icate to find out how much time could be allowed Mr.
Rand in which to come up with his money.
"We can start in to buy on the quiet right way without
waiting for him to ante up," said Butler to his partner.
"All we really need to know now is whether he will surely
go in. His "~ord once passed is as good as his bond. I'll
write him that I'll be over to see him to-morrow." •
"You'd better do that," said his partner. "If he positirely declines to-morrow to go in with us why we'll have to
get somebody else. At the meeting this afternoon I shall
advise that the purchase of L. & M. shares be begun at
once. In about a week we ought to have matters in shape
to boost the price. I think that a rise of between fifteen
and tmmty points will be as much as we can expect to get
out of the deal. It is now ruling at 62. We ought to
figure on unloading between 75 and 80, preferably the
latter price, unless we meet with heavy opposition."
"That's right," replied Butler. "Well, I must go back
and write the note. Rand's messenger is waiting for it in
my room."
Jack heard a door close and then Mr. Butler re-entered
~lis own room, saL down at his desk, wrote the note,
enclosed it in an envelope and handed it to Jack to take.
back to his employer.
"Gee! But I've got hold of a corking tip this time,"
, muttered Jack, as he hurried along the corridor to catch
one of the elevators down. "A syndicate has been formed
to boom L. & M. It only wants one member to be complete, and it is expected that the purchase of the stock on
the quiet will begin at once. I'm going to get in on this
all right, and. on the ground floor at that. As soon as I
tell Willie about it he'll be crazy to go in, too. He has
enough money to put up on thirty shares if he is willing
to go the whole hog. As for myself, I'll buy 300 shares.
If the stock should go to 75 I stand to win nearly $4,000.
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This is the best thing I've struck yet, and if Willie doesn't
think so, too, he's deaf, dumb and blind as a bat."
By the time Jack h~d finished his soliloquy he was on
the street, walking rapidly toward his own office.
At one o'clock he went to lunch with Willie.
"Well, Willie, I've got hold of something good at last,"
he said.
"What is it?" asked the young clerk eagerly, for his
$300 had almost burned a hole in his pocket, so anxious
was he to put it at work again.
·'What clo you suppose it is?"
"A tip, of course."
"Right at the first guess. It's a tip, and a dandy one."
"L:!t's hear all about it."
·
"A syndicate has been formed to boom L. & 1\1."
"Good. How did you hear about it?"
"Listen and I'll tell you," replied Jack, who immediately
gaye his friend all the particularS" that the reader already
knows.
"H's better to be born lucky than rich," cried Willie,
slapping Jack on the back.- "I think I'm a lucky bird to be
able to stand in with you. I'm in on this with my $300,
ain't I?"
"Sure, if you want to put up the dough."
"Want to! I 'm just aching for a chance to· double my
capital."
"Y du ought to do that on this deal."
"When are you going to buy?"
"In a day or two. 'There is no particular rush."
"I think the sooner you do it the better. If the price
shou ld go up a point or two while you're waiting we'd be
just so much out." .
Jack waited three days, during which time L. & M.
remained nearly stationary, and then he bought 300 shares
for himself and 30 shares for Willie.
Next day an upward move of the entire market carried
L. & l\l to 65, or three points above what he had bought
the stock.
. On the following day an attack was made on it and it
dropped back to 63 1-2.
It recovered, however, to 64 before the Exchange closed.
Next day was Saturday, ·and during the two-hour session
~t went up to G5 1-8.
On Monday the stock began to attract special notice from
the brokers, owing to the rumor which obtained circulation
that a s_yndicate was tr_ying to corner it.
A good deal of the stock changed hands that day at
about G6.
'l,he papers had something to say about it that afternoon
and the next morning.
'l,his whetted the appetite of the public for the stock, and
they begau buying it, though it soon developed that the
shares were scarce.
This fact rerived the rumor concerning .a syndicate
being at the back of it, and sent the price up to 70.
The whole Exchange was now interested in L. & M.
Nearly every broker who had any money lying around
loose tried to get hold of some of the shares, and what with
the public looking for it, too, the demand so greatly
exceeded the supply that the price kept on mounting up at
a rate that rather astonished Jack, who was keeping an eye
on it whenever the chance was his.
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On Thursday it closed at 80, and as that was the ngure
r.t which Mr. Butler's partner had intimated that the syndicate ought to begin to take profits, Jack, on his way home,
without saying anything to Willie, stopped in at the little
bank and left an order for his shares to be disposed of as
soon as the Exchange opened in the morning.
The stock opened at 80 5-8, and that was the price the
3SO shares were sold for.
The syndic·ate, however, did not sell at 80.
Their brokers were ordered to wait till it went to 85.
At that figure they got rid of their holdings, and every
one of them made a big profit on his original investment.
Of course, it was the general public on whom the syndicate succeeded in unloading the bulk of its holdings, though
many brokers were interested to a considerable exteilt.
The stoe;k advanced to 87, and then the news got out that
the syndicate had cashed· in at a huge profit.
The bears took advantage of the rumor to precipitate a
panic, and inside of an hour, amid intense excitement, the
price dropped to 70.
J a~k and Willie shook hands over their luck in getfo1g
out in time, and they figured their respective profits at
$5,500 and $550.
Jack was now worth $9,000, and the fun of it was his
aunt didn't know a thing about it, for that was a surprise
he meant to treat her to later.

"Well, you see, it's a kind of unwritten law in Wall
Street that employees must not speculate, but many of them
do it, just the· same. When a person sees a first-class chance
to make a haul he hates to let it get by him."
Some weeks after that Jack, on one of his visits to the
Exchange, sa,w a broker named Newell buying J. & S. ~tock
as fast as it was offered.
Next day he saw that J. & S. had gone up two points,
and when he went to the Exchange that morning Newell
was still buying the same stock.
'rhe young messenger wondered if Newell was acting for
a syndicate that was going to boom the stock.
As)rn had no inside knowledge of the fact, he was rather
afraid to tackle the stock as he was tempted to do.
·when he got back to the office he saw by the ticker that
J. & S. was going up steadily, an e~ghth of a point at a
time.
·
He was returning from an errand when he met Willie on
the street.
"Say, Willie, you know Broker Newell, don't you? He's
called Fatty because he must weigh 250 p.ounds· from his
looks."
·
"I know him. What about him?"
''Yesterday I noticed that he was buying J. & S. as fast
as he could get it, and he's still on the job. Do you think
there's anything in it?"
"Might be," replied the young clerk; "but you can't
always tell. He may be buying it to fill a big order."
CHAPTER X.
"The stock is going up. Yesterday morning it opened
WINNING BY A NARROW ifARGIN.
at 68 1-8 and now it's up to 72 1-2."
Jack was so tickled over his success as a speculator in a
"That looks like business."
small way that he could not resist the temptation of telling
"Do you think it's too risky to take a shy at?"
Edna H.and ail about the lucky deals he had made since he
"I don't think I'd care to monkey with it. The price
entered her father's employ.
.
may take on a slump any moment."
Before he said anything about the matter to her he
Willie went on to the restaurant and Jack returned to
asked her to promise to keep what he was going to tell her the office.
a profound secret.
The cashier had a note waiting for him to run out again
This she readily agreed to do, and then he explained to with, so he didn't eren take off his hat.
her how he had made his present capital of $9,000 out of
The note was to Mr. Barry, of Barry & Conant.
one-half of the money he had received as a reward for
Mr. Barry was Yery busy with a bank director in his
returning the pocketbook he found in the Peck Building.
room, and Jack had to wait.
"My goodness!" she exclaimed. "How fortunate you
While he was standing by the window a couple of brokers
have been!"
came in and asked for the senior partner of the firrn., and
"Yes, I think I ha \e done Yery well during the short time were told he was engaged.
·
I'Ye been working in \Vall Street."
They took their stand by the ticker, close to Jack, and
"Does my father know that you are speculating in the after studying the tape they began to talk about the rise
market?"
in J. '& S.
"No, he does not. I'm afraid that he wouldn't approve
"I got a quiet tip the other day to buy that stock," said
of it; but I assme you that I have not neglected my duties one of them; "but I didn't take enough interest in it to do
in any way to carry on my little deals. If you think I am so. It was then going at !Y7, now it's up to 73. I might
doing wrong I'll release you from your promise not to tell, have cleaned up quite a stake if I hnd acted on the
and you can explain matters to him just as I 've done it pointer."
to you."
"It isn't too late for you to get in yet if you think there
"As far as I am able. to judge I don't see that you are is anything in it," replied his companion. "It seems to
doing wrong. If you can make money qut of stockfl,. without have a strong upward tendency, and the market is bullish,
neglecting your work as a messenger I believe you have a anyway."
,
right to do so. At any rate, it shows that you are pretty
"Well, it looks as if there was a pool behind it. Newell
smart. I don't know whether my father would object to has been buying a big lot of it, and I believe he's still on
what you are doing or not, but I ' don't see that it is the job. I guess it's worth taking a risk with."
necessary for me to tell him. I am sure you wouldn't do
"I think I'll buy some myself on the chance of it panning
anything that you thought was not exactly right or just out," said the other. "J. & S. is a good, reliable stock
to him."
, that is usually safe to deal in."

•

•

1

JUST HIS LUCK.

They were still talking about the stock when Jack was
told to go in and see Mr. Barry.
On his way" back to the office the young messenger turned
over in his mind what he had just heard about J. & S., and
he decided to risk a portion of his funds on 500 shares.
Getting permission to go to his own lunch, he took time
enough to visit the little bank and leave his order for 500
shares, at 72.
"You're getting to be quite a speculator," said the
margin clerk, who knew him pretty well by this time.
"How many deals have you been in during the last few
months?"
"Three. This is my .fourth. 1'
"They've all been successful, I think?"
"Yes."
"Well, the pitcher that goes too often to the well is liable
to be broken. You want to be careful that you don't get
squeezed, young man."
"I've got to take the same chances that anybody else
\
does."
"Naturally. I hope you understand that in marginal
transactions the bank will sell you out to protect itself if
the price should take a sudden drop below your limit.
Remember, old and experienced brokers are caught in deals
every day, so you want to be cautious. Sign that order,
please."
"Much obliged for your advice," replied Jack, as he
affixed his signature to the paper; "but I'm looking out
for myself as well as I can."
\Yhen the Exchange closed that day J . & S. was quoted
at 72 5-8.
Next day it dropped down to 71 and did not recover.
On the following day it went down to 69.
Jack felt pretty glum over the decline.
It meant a loss of at least $2,000 to him.
He wondered if J. & S. had run its course, and was
dropping back t() its former place in the list, which was
around 67.
He said nothing to Willie about the deal he had made.
He didn't care to advertise his bad luck.
Every time he got the chance he watched the ticker, in
the hope that there might be a change for the .better.
Five minutes before the Exchange _closed that day there
was a sale of 2,000 shares of J. & S. at 69 3-8.
Jack saw it on the office ticker, and he began to feel a
bit encouraged.
The following day being Saturday, the Exchange was
only open for business until noon, but cluring that time J :
& S. went up to 71.
"Well, I'm only out $1,000 now," said Jack to himself.
"Maybe I'll be able to crawl out with a whole skin next
.
week."
The market was rather weak as a whole on Monday, and
J. & S. receded to 70.
It held .its own ,on Tuesday, but on Wednesday it suddenly became so active as to attract the attention of the
Exchange.
'l'he result was a lot of business done in it, and the price
went up to 73.
Jack debated whether he hadn't better get out now at the
loss of commissions and interest.
He couldn't decide to do so.

1'1

"Now that I'm in it I might as well hold on, for it looks
as if it might go up higher," he argued.
It was a lucky resolution, for next day the price jumped
up a fraction over ten points.
'rhat meant a profit of $5,000, and Jack couldn't reach
the little bank soon enough to put in his selling order.
Hardly had the bank:'i:; broker sold his shares than a bear
clique attacked the stock so fiercely that the price broke to
'15 in no time at all.
"\\Then Jack heard about the slump he shook hands with
himself.
"I didn't get out a moment too soon," he muttered. "It
seems to me that I had a close call all through thiit deal.
I must be more careful the next time I am tempted to get
into the market. All's not gold that glitters. Well, I'm
worth $14,000 now. That isn't so bad for a messenger
boy."
CHAPTER XI.
HOW JACK PARTICIPATES IN THE STENOGRAPHER'S TIP.

.Tack didn't say a word to Willie about his J. & S. deal, '
and the young clerk remained in ignorance of the fact that
his friend was $5,000 richer by reason of a new stock
transaction.
The young messenger was not quite so eager to get in on
the market as he had been.
The narrow escape he had had from the slump told him
how easy it was to get squeezed in Wall Street, and he n~
longer wondered why the "lambs" got it in the :m.eck so
often.
His $14,000 was stowed away in a safe deposit box he
had rented in the Washington vaults a few doors below the
Liverpool Building, and he dropped in there about once
a week, after he was through for the day, to look at it and
make sure it hadn't taken wings unto itself and flown away.
He continued to keep his eyes and ears open and his
mouth shut, but four Jl\Onths passed away and not a ghost
of a tip loomed up in his direction.
He put in a good part of his spare moments 1tudying
\Vall Street methods and ' reading all the news of any importance in the financial journals.
"~ othing li ke keeping up to date in all matters connected with your business," he told himself. "If I had all
my time to myself I am satisfied that I could put many a
little deal through that would pan out good money; but as
things are I can·t afford to take the chance unless I haYe
something reasonably certain to work on."
Willie had something over $800 waiting for Jack to say
the word.
"It's getting rusty lying dround doing nothing," he
sai d to his friend one day. "You haven't caught on to a
tip in five or six months. What's the matter? When you
first started in here pointers were as thick as blackberrie~
on a bush, now they're as rare _ as hen's teeth. Rava
brokers grown more cautious, or what?"
"I'll never tell you. I hear brokers talking every day
almost, but they never say anything that's any good to me."
"How about M. '& N . ? The clerks in the office have
been talking about it for two days, and there is something
in the papers about it every day. You must have heard
the brokers discussing its recent rise."
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"~ have, but as far as I've been able to make out from
their talk, they're all at sea over it."
"What do they say about it?"
"Some think there's a syndicate back of it trying to
boom it, others think that it's a bait -for bigger game.
I haven't heard anybody say that he was particularly
anxious to get in on it."
"I was thinking that we might take a shy at it," said
Willie.
"You can if you want to, but I'm not stuck on it."
"It's been some time since we made anything out of the
market."
~If we made too many lucky hauls there wouldn't be
any use of our working for Mr. Rand for the small wages
we're getting."
"Well, I wish soll\ething in the shape of a tip would
turn up."
"'That's what I've been wishing for the last four months,
but that is all the good it's done me."
"Don't fail to let me know when you do strike something."
"I'll let you know, don't worry."
. The above conversatfon took place between the boys on
their way back from lunch, and it ended when they reached
the building and they entered the elevator.
Jack was on very friendly terms with the office stenographer, but as she was always very busy during business
hours they seldom held very extended conversations.
That afternoon Mr. Rand told him to take three or four
documents to her to copy.
He laid them on her table with the directions, and was
turning away when she caught him by the sleeve.
"Will you do me a favor, Jack?" she whispered.
"Sure thing," he replied. "What is it?"
"I want you to promise not to say a word about it."
"I promise."
" Here is $100 in this envelope. Put it in your pocket."
"What do you want me to. do \~th it?"
"I want you to buy me ten shares of M. & N. stock of
some bJilker."
"You want me to buy you ten shares of--" began
Jack in astonishment.
"Hush! Not so loud. I don't want aeybody to know
• anything about it."
"Why are you buying M. & N. ?"
"Because it's going up."
"I didn't know that you were speculating in the market.
You've kept it mighty quiet."
"I never speculated before. This is my first deal."
"That so? Somebody has bee!l filling your head with
visions, eh?" laughed Jack.
"Oh, no. If I tell you something you won't say a word,
will you?"
"I've already promised to be mum."
)'My sister is engaged to be married to a young broker.
H e asked me last night if I'd like to make a little pin
money. I told him that I would. Then he told me to buy
a <few shares of M. & N. right .away, hold it till it reached
75 and sell out. He said that it was a sure winner. He
made me promise not to tell anyone about it, but I've
broken my word by telling you. Now, you won't say anything, will you?"

"Of course I won't."
"And you'll buy me ten shares of M. & N. and sell it
for me when it goes to 75 ?"
"I'll buy the stock for you, but I can't guar~tee that
I'll have the chance to sell it the moment it reaches 75, if
it goes that high.".
"Then you could sell it as near that price as you can."
"All right. You are sure your tip is a good one?"
"Mr. Wentmore wouldn't have advised me to buy M. & N.
if he had any doubts about my coming out all right."
"All right. When I go out again I'll buy the shares for
.
you," said Jack.
vVhen he got back .to the waiting-room he looked M. &
N. up on the tape, and found that it was going at 54 5-8.
· "If M. & N. is going to 75 there's a syndicate behind it,
that's certain," muttered the young messenger. "I .guess
it's safe enough for me to get in on it for a thousand
shares. I ought to double my capital at least."
Just then the cashier called him over and sent him with
'
a note up the street.
On his way he stopped in at his safe deposit vault and
got $10,000 out of his box .
After delivering his ~note and finding there was no
answer, he went to the little bank and bought the ten
shares for the stenographer and the 1,000 shares for
himself.
He paid 55 for the stock, getting it on the usual ten per
cent.- margin.
Somewhat to his surprise, the stock went up much more
rapidly than any other stock he had ever known since
he got interested in the market.
As a consequence every speculator in the Street tried to
get hold of some of it.
Three days from the time he bought it closed at 73.
He kept the stenographer informed of its rise right
along, and she was tickled to death over the prospect of
making $200 out of it.
He did not tell her, however, that he had bought any
·
of it.
She would probably ask him how much he had got, and
he didn't want her to know that he was able to buy so
much as 1,000 shares.
On the afternoon that it closed at 73 he stopped in at the
bank and 1eft an order to sell out both orders when the
price reached 75.
The tape recorded that figure at eleven o'clock next
morning, and the stock wtls sold on the floor about the
same time.
When the bank rendered its settlement Jack found he
had made $19, 700, while the fair typewriter was $195
ahead by the deal,
CHAPTER XII.
FIRE.

Jack was now worth nearly $34,000, which was probably
more than all the messengers on the Street were worth
put together.
Nobody knew it, however, but himself and Edna, who
was the only one he took into his confidence.
She regarded him as a wonderfolly smart boy, and
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thought more and more of him every _day, though nobody
knew that but herself.
Jack now called on her regularly every Wednesday
evening.
He dressed as swell as any of her aristocratic acquainttances, and he felt as much at home in her residence as he
did in the cheap apartments where he lived.
His aunt was constantly receiving presents of money
from Jack.
At first she remonstrated with him for his liberality,
thinking that he ought to keep some of the money at least
to spend on himself.
Jack, however, assured her that he made more mo~ey
outside his wages than he knew what to do with, and after
that she offered no further objection to receiving whatever
_
he chose to give her.
She was a very saving little woman, and she put nearly
all this money in a savings bank, intending that in the end
it should come back to her 'nephew.
She told everybody she knew that Wall Street was the
greatest place in the world to make money, for her Jack
was piling it up hand over fist.
After the M. & N. deal nothing more in the shape of a
tip came Jack's way for a long time.
The only other deal he went into for several months was
B.&J.
He went into it because Willie insisted on buying 80
shares wi~h his money, and Jack thought he'd keep him
company just for fun.
He bought 1,000 shares at 92 and sold out at par, making
about $7,600 on it.
"T11is raised his capital to $40,000.
Willie made enough out of his 80 shares to make him
worth $1,500.
This summer Mr. Rand hired a handsome three-story
house at Southan1pton, L. I., and he and his daughter went
there with several servants the last week of June to spend
July, August and the first week in September.
It was arranged that Jack was to spend his week's vacation there, when it came around in August.
Edna also insisted that he must come down every Saturday afternoon and remain till Monday morning.
It happened that the Fourth of July fell on a Saturday
this year, and Jack was invited to come down there ·after he
got off on Friday afternoon.
The broker had invited quite a party of his friends to
spend the fourth and fiftl\ with him, and for their amusement on .t he evening of the Fourth had purchased two goodsized cases of firewor~.
These cases, when they arrived on the morning of the
third, were taken up to the attic, where they would be out
of the way till needed.
As most of the invited guests arrived by the same tram
that brought Jack down, E¢1na gave up her room for the
time being and took a small chamber on the third floor.
As for Jack, it was arranged that he was to sleep on a cot
in the coachman's quarters, on the second floor of the carriage house.
After dinner Jack and Edna went for a walk down to
the beach, and around the shady streets.
It was after ten when they got back, and at eleven he
retired to his sleeping place for the night.
\

19

It is not often that a strong, healthy boy, like Jack
Ashford, lies sleepless at night; but on this occasion our
young messenger found himself tossing from side to side
on the cot, seeking in vain for some snug corner of the
pillow in which he could bury his head and betake himself
to slumber.
Perhaps it was because he was away from the familiar
surroundings of his own room in New York that made him
feel restless.
Perhaps it was the unusual stillness-the utter absence
of those sounds that are inseparable from a great city,
to which he ·was accustomed-that affected his nerves.
Whatever the cause certain it is that he c6Uldn't get to
sleep, though he adopted every possible scheme he could
think of to woo the drowsy god Morpheus.
He envied the coachman, who was snoring away to beat
the band in a small room close by.
He 'heard a clock down stairs in the ground floor strike
twelve, and afterward one o'clock.
"Gee! This is fierce !" he exclaimed, sitting up. "I'll
be in a nice shape for a good time on the glorious Fourth
if this keeps up. I guess I'll get up and walk around.
Maybe that'll chase the hoodoo."
Up he got forthwith, and the first thing he did was to
walk to the window and look out.
The window commanded a view across the yard of the
ivy-covered end of the house.
Jack merely glanced at the building and then up at the
starllt sky.
"It is a fine night," he said, "and it will be a fine . day
to-mor-what's that?"
Th~ exclamation was forced from him by a sudden glearn
of light in an upper window of the house.
It was a particularly brilliant fl.ash, like an explosion.
Almost instantly the room in which he had seen the
flash was lighted up with a greenish light, then a red
light mingled with it, and before he could recover fi;om
his surprise the room was suddenly filled with myriads
of sparks.
"My _gracious !"cried Jack. "What can be the meaning
of that? The house is certainly afire."
He rushed into the little room\and, grabbing the coachman by the arm, shook him into wakefulness.
"Get up! Get up!" cried Jack. "The house is on
fire!"
"What!" gasped the bewildered man.
"The house is on fire. Look out of your window."
Jack rushed back to the other window and took another
look.
The attic of the house was now all ablaze and a cloud of
smoke was mingled with the fire.
What puzzled Jack was the flashings and many colored
hues that illuminated the room continually.
Edna had incidentally told him about the fireworks her
father had purchased to let off on the evening of th&
Fourth, but he did not connect them with the attic fire .
Hastily he dressed himself while the coachman did the
same, and inside of a few minutes both ran down the
narrow stairway and sprang ou't into the yard.
They saw that some of the inmates of the house had
been aroused by this time.
room
As •Jack looked up at the window of the burningI ._

1
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!!omething crashed through one of the panes and went
whizzing across the roof of the carriage house.
"What the dickens was that?" he ejaculated.
The thick smoke came pouring out through the broken
pane and rose into the air.
'The smoke could also be seen coming through two of the
windows of the third floor .
The fire seemed to b~ making great headway.
Jack and the coachman began pounding loudly on the
doors and yelling "Fire !" at the top of their voices.
A scene of great excitement and confusion ensued.
In a few minutes the inmates, scarcely more than halfdressed, began running out on the piazza and lawn.
Mr. Rand wa s among the first to appear, and after a
hasty glance at the attic he despatched the coachman to
the engine-house in town, about three-quarters of a mile
away.
The man had hardly got well started on his way before
the flam es began eating their way through the dry woodwork of the attic.
.
The smoke had greatly increased on the third flo6r, but
the servants who slept in the room s there managed to make
their way half suffocated down stairs.
lt was at this point that l\Ir. Rand noticed that his
daughter was missing.
1 Filled with a frantic fear, the broker dashed up the
;:;tairs to arouse his child and get her out.
The upper part of the building was so filled with a
stifling smoke that he could not make his way to the third
floor, and he fell unconscious on the stairs, where he was
picked up and ca1:ried down by one of the gentlemen who
had followed him.
By th1s time J ack saw that the fire had made its way
down into the third floor.
'
"If a fire-engine doesn't get here pretty quick it won't
be possible t9 save the house," he muttered. "I wonder
where Edna is?"
H e was about to look her up when suddenly, to his consternation, a wind ow on the third floor, directl y under the
blazing attic, was thrown up and the girl he was thinking
of appeared in the opening and began screaming for help.

•
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"Great Scott!" cried Jack. "It's Edna, and the room
she's in seems to be on fire. I must save her." ,
H e rushed into the house and started up stairs.
Clouds of smoke that smelt strongly of gunpowder came
puffing down in his fac
The second tloor was hazy with it, and it was pouring
down the stair~ase from the third landing.
He made a desperate attempt to force his way through
it, but had to give it up.
Half choked and dizzy he staggered to the nearest window and hung out of it till he recovered his breath.
He could hear Edna still screaming from the window,
where she was cut off by the fire behind and above her.
Jack made another attempt to reach the third floor by the
back stairs, but with even less success.
Then he rushed back into the yard and looked around
for a..Jadder.

If there was one on the premises it wasn't in sight, and
he had no idea where to look for it.
During his brief and hurried search he found a coil of
light rope and he brought it forward, under the impression
that it might be made use of in some way.
He found that the distance between the ground and
where the girl stood was too great for the rope to be thrown,
even if Edna possessed pTesence of mind enough to seize it
if it came within her reach, which was doubtful in her
frantic state.
·
Jack saw that there was only one way by which the rope
could be carried to the third floor, and -it was hazardous
work to attempt it.
That side- of the house was thickly overgrown with ivy,
reaching up to and around the window where the broker's
daughter stood swinging her hands in despair.
If it would bear his weight he believed he could climb it.
At any rate, he determined to make the attempt, for a
human life hung on his success . .
Jack kicU:ed off his shoes and threw off his jacket.
Then, with the rope in a loop over his shoulders, he began
his precarious journey upward.
The guests, including the broker, who had just been
brought to his senses, watched Jack with breathless interest
as he slowly and cautiously mounted the ivy-clad wall.
Edna's life clearly seemed to depend on his al;iility t o perform the feat he had undertaken.
And as he made his way with apparent success, the fire
burst through the roof of the house and illuminated the
neighborhood.
Th e background behind the girl also glowed with a
reddish tinge that showed the fire had made its way into1
her room.
The smoke sifted out all around her and grew thicker
eaG_.h moment.
Jack tried to maintain a semblance of coolness, but
every nerve was really tingling with · excitement and
anx iety for th e girl, for whose safety he felt he would be
willing to give his life.
His fear was lest, in hi s excitement, he should lose
caution and thus jeopardize his chances of success .
Higher and higher he went till he reached the second
floor.
Eight or nine feet more and he could reach the goal he
was aiming at.
Edna had stopped screaming.
Her attention had been attracted to the brave boy who was
straining every nerve to save her, and she gazed clown at
him with a blanched face, but with po~e in her heart.
She knew it was Jack, and she felt that he would save
her somehow.
He reached a point whE(re he could support his weight on
the top of one of the second-story windows.
He was only a few feet below the girl.
"Edna, can you catch the rope?" he cried.
She made no move nor answer, but" continued to gaze
down at him in a fascinated way that showed her whole
attention was absorbejl in his effort to reach her.
He saw that it was useless as well as dangerous to think
of tossing the end of the rope to her, so he kept on, more
cautiou~ly than ever~ for he could feel the ivy giving way
1
.
here and there.
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Only the very abundance of the vine, which distributed
his weight over hundreds of tiny stems and branches, made
it possible for him to overcome its fragility.
At last, with the glare of the fire all around him, he
grasped the sill of the window above where .she stood and,
with the aid of the vines, scrambled up and threw one leg
into the opening.
,
"Oh, Jack, Jack," cried Edna hysterically, throwing her
arms around his neck, "you will save me, won't you?"
"Sure I will," he replied, disengaging himself from her
frantic embrace as gently as possible, and getting in at
the window.
Shouts of approval · from the rapidy gathering crowd
greeted the accomplishment of his feat.
Jack disappeared with the end of rope into the smoking
and burning room.
He tied the rope firmly to one•of the posts of the bed.
Then he brought the coverlet and wrnpped it about the
girl.
After that he pulled up the rope and tied the end securely
in a loop under Edna's arm, stuffing the coverlet between
it and her body.
",I'm going to lower you down, Edna. Don't be afraid.
Trust to me and you will be on the.gi·ound in one minute."
He lifted her across the sill.
"Fold your arm~ tightly across your breast."
"Oh, Jack, I am afraid. lf the rope should break--"'
"It won't break. Remember, I am looking out for you."
"But how will you get down, Jack? 1 can't leave you.
You have ri~ked your life to save.me."
"Why, I'll slide down the rope, which is tied to your bed,
just as soon as you reach the ground. Now, then, out
you go."
Edna gave a little shriek as she felt herself swing clear
in the air, but before she could realize anything more Jack
had lowered her swiftly into her father's waiting arms.
Just tl1en came the jingle of the old-fashioned hand
engine and hose cart, which formed a part of the fire
department equipment of Southampton.
They were coming on the scene as fast as they could, for
the blaze had attracted general notice by this time.
The hotels and cottages being crowded with guests over
the Fourth, the fire created a whole lot of excitement.
A big crowd surrounded the blazing building when Jack
lowered Edna from the window, and his performance was
greeted with cheers, for the girl's fate had been in the
balance, with the odds against her, till the young messenger
, went to her rescue.
As soon as the girl was safe on the ground Jack himself
prepared to follow.
Making sure that the end of the rope was µot likely
to give way, he slipped across the window sill, and s1id
down the rope, where he was caught by a half dozen pairs of
willing hands, although such a precaution was not at all
necessary.
"You're a hero, Ashford," cried O·ne of the broker's
guests enthusiastically, shaking the boy by the hand.
"You certa~nly saved 'Edna R,and's· life," said another,
grabbing him by the other hand. "Upon my word, you
deserve a gold medal."
Jack realized that he had become a very popular personage all at once.

Everybody had something nice to $ay to him.
As he put on his shoes and jacket the firemen dashed
into the grounds, ready to tackle the conflagration.
The second of the two fire companies was also heard
coming up the street.
It was now a grave question whether even a part 0£ the
house could be saved.
The firemen, however, got on the job with a will, and
ir)side of a few minutes the first stream of water was being
poured on the flames.
There were plenty of willing volunteers ready at hand
to aid the firemen, and . the clank, clank of the engine rose
a~ove all other sounds.
.
When the second engine took up its position, more volunteers began dragging the other hose forward, while a score
of spectators stepped forward to wor¥: the arms 0£ the
machine.
Ladders were procured and two streams were soon playing upon the third floor and up into the attic.
Mr. Ran.cl had carried Edna to an adjacent cottage, where
she was r~eived with open arms and made as comfortable
as possible.
After embracing her father her chie.f thoughts centered
about Jack, and she could not rest easy until assured that
her plucky rescuer was saf.e and uninjured.
Then she insisted on seeing him, but it was some time
before Jack· could be located, f~· he had fled from the
ovation the crowd tried to shower on. him.
At length he was found and brought to the cottage,
where Edna was impatiently waiting to see him.
When he entered the room where the girl was, she threw
her arms around his neck and kissed him, thanking him
over and over for saving her from the terrible peril she
had been face to £ace with.
•
Mr. Rand also could hardly find words to express th~
obligation he was under to the brave boy.
"I'll never forget what I owe you, Jack," he said. "If
it hadn't been for you I feel sure my daughter would have
been burnt to death. You adopted the only possible means
of reaching and saving her. Everybody says you're a hero, .
and I agree with them."
Jack's ticklish feat of climbing the ivy and saving the
life of the broker's only child was known all over Southampton by breakfast time.
His name was in every mouth, and everybody was curious
to get a sight at the brave boy.
He soon discovered what it means to become suddenly
famous, even in such a small place as Southampton.
When he walked out next a£tcrnoon with Edna he was
recognized, and both were almosunobbed by enthusiastic
persons who wq.nted to express tli!lr opinion of the boy's
gallant action, and tell him what a fine fellow they all considered him.
CHAPTER XIV.
A NASTY TUMBLE.

Jack was made quite a lion of in Southampton after the
fire.
·
Everybody, and some pretty tony people reside at thiR
town during the summer, wanted to know him, or at least
to see what he looked like.
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The destruction of the upper part of Mr. Rand's house,
~gether with the thrilling rescue oj Edna Rand, was duly
telegraphed to New York papers by their indefatigable
srum;ner correspondents, and appeared in the Sunday morning editions in the news columns.
The residents of Southampton were not the only ones
who read it, though they were probably the most interested,
as the affair had taken place in their midst.
Willie Day read the story on Sunday morning at his
breakfast table and he nearly had a fit.
He was almost inclined to doubt his eyes, only Jack's
name, and Edna's, Mr. Rand's, and another broker he knew
well, were down in print, and he couldn't get away from
that.
Probably every broker in the Street read the incident at
whatever summer resort he Wfl.S stopping, and many of
them knew Jack well, becalise he was constantly coming
into .their offices on business.
The result was that when Jack returned to the office
l n Monday morning and resumed his daily duties, it was
not long before he discovered that he was somewhat famous
in the Wall Street district, too.
Brokers who had never noticed him before, but knew
him by sight, came up and, shaking him by the hand, told
.him he was one of the pluckiest .boys in the world, a,nd
how much they admired a boy of his stamp, as well as much
more to the same effect.
This kind of fame did not last Jong, though it was very
:flattering to him while it did lasL
In three days the brokers forgot all about the incident,
and Jack ceased to be a Wall Street lion, except among the
other messengers, the newsboys and the bootblacks.
"It's quite an fionor to know you, Jack," said Willie,
while his friend was the mosl talked of boy in Wall Street.
'"Then I hope you appreciate your good fortune," laughed
the young messenger.
"Sure I do. You'll be more solid with Ur. Rand than
ever after this. I don't see but it's up to you to marry Miss
Edna some day in the misty future and become your fatherin-law's partner."
"Misty future is a good poetical expression," grinned
Jack. "Where did you pick it up."
"Now, don't get funny. Misty future in this case simply
means a few years ahead, say when you're twenty-one years
old."
"I'm glad to know just what it means in your estimation.
'I'he misty future also seems to be the place where my next
tip is roosting. I'm beginning to wonder if any more are
coming my way."
"I've been thinking the same thing. You haven't connected with one for so long that you'll hardly know what
one looks like when it does come along."
"I'll warrant that it won't get by me, just the same,"
laughed Jack.
On the following Saturday afternoon he went down to
Southampton again.
Edna met him at the station in her pony cart.
1:he girl and her father were temporarily stopping at one
of the hotels while the upper part of the burned house was
being rebuilt.
Jack, as Edna's guest, put up at the same hotel, of
course.

He stayed there over Sunday, and enjoyed every moment
of his visit, for Edna made an awful lot of him, and this
just suited the young mei::senger, for·he thought as much of
the charming girl as if she was his sister.
Summer passed away and the Rands returned to their
home again.
It was about this time .Jack noticed that P. & D. stock
was on the rise, having gone up four points since Friday.
He had heard a couple of brokersJ who sat in the seat
ahead of him in the train, discussing the stock, and he got
an idea from their conversation that a big syndicate had
rvcently been formed to boom it.
He watch~d the stock on the ticker, all that day, and saw
that a great many shares changed hands at advancing
rates.
When he went to lunch with Willie he told his friend
about the stock, and said he had some idea of getting in on
it, as he believed it would go much higher.
Willie said he wa~ willing to buy 100 shares if Jack
bought, too.
Jack heard something more about P. & D. that afternoon
that decided him to buy the stock right away.
He learned positively that a strong syndicate was behind
it, and that there was little doubt but the shares would rise
rapidly when they got started.
The stock was going at 82, and he put up the margin on
4,000 shares for himself and 100 for Willie.
In the course of the following fortnight the price went
up, not with a rush, but slowly and steadily, to 102, an advance of twenty points.
At that figure Jack got rid of the stock, making the
biggest haul of his experience, $78, 700, while Willie cleared
nearly $2,000.
When Jack cashed his check, and put the bills in his
safe deposit box, he found that he was worth $120,000.
He thought it was now time to tell his aunt 0£ his wonderful luck in Wall Street since he had gone to work for
Mr. Rand.
The little woman was fairly staggered by his statement.
"Why, Jack, how could you make so much money as
that?" she said.
"By doing the right thing at the right time and having
luck at my back all the time," he answered.
"But it doesn't seem possible for a boy like you to make
such a fortune as that out of nothing," she said.
"PossiQle or not, it's a fact. If you will come down town
to-morrow at half-past three, I'll take you around to the
safe deposit vaults and show you the money."
"I'm willing to take your word for it, Jack, but it's the
most wonderful thing I ever heard of."
"Lots of wonderful things happen in Wall Street, auntie.
Now, I don't want you to tell people about my luck. It
isn't a prudent thing to let outsiders know your business."
"I won't say a word about it," she assured him.
"Now, it's about time I invested a part of that in something good. To begin with I want you to look _around for
a nice house, somewhere within easy reach of the financial
district. You· can pay as high as $10,000 for it if you find
what you think would suit you at that price. I'll make you
a birthday present of it. Then you will be always free
from the landlord."
Mrs. Graham was quite overcome by her nephew's gener-
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osity, but he laughed and said that $10,000 was now a mere
bagatelle to him, and thai he wouldn't miss it a little bit.
When he called on Edna, a night OT two afterward, he
told her about his latest deal, and how he had made nearly
$80,000 out of it.
"My gracious ! " she cried. "You seem to be making
money as fast as my father."
"Well, hardly, but I'm doing pretty well for a boy."
"I should say that yQu are. If you keep on you'll become
a millionaire some day .."
"Well, $100,000 is a long .way from a million. Unless I'm
pretty careful I might get into some unlucky deal and find
myself squeezed as dry. as a sponge."
"That would be dreadful. I think the "best thing you
can do is to tell my father about the money you have made
and let him invest it for you in some way that will be safe.
Then you won't be able to lose it if the temptation comes
to you · to make a big deal."
Jack told her that he thought he1' advice good and he
would give it his earnest consideration. ·
On his way home he thought the matter oYer, but couldn't
make up his mind as to just what he ought to do.
"I believe Mr. Rand would have a fit if I told him I had
made $120,000 in the market in the last year and a half out
of $500," he said to himself. "It would look like- a big
fish story. HoweYer, whether he believed me or not I could
show him the cash in good United States bills. My money
would certainly be safer if invested in bonds or mortgages
that p:iid fi1e or six per cent. interest. But then if a sure
tip turned up I'd feel like kicking myself for putting my
capital out of reach. I tell you it's a hard point to decide.
I'll have to think it over again."
Jack was two blocks away from Mr. Rand's home when
he dismissed the subject from his mind.
It was nearly eleven o'clbck, too, for he had made a later
than usual stay of it with Edna.
He always found it hard to tear himself away from the
girl when ten o'clock came, and of late it was generally
fifteen minutes after ten before he got down to the front
door.
To-night it was ten-thirty when they tripped down._stairs
together, and they stood talking another fifteen minutes at
the door before he finally said good-night.
Dming the earlier part of the evening the stars were out,
though there were many clouds in the sky.
Now there wasn't a star to be seen, the heavens were
overcast, and the indication was rain, as the evening papers
had printed as a weather probability.
Jack wore rubber 11eels on his shoes and thin soles,
consequently his footfalls made little noise on the sidewalk.
Jack_intended to take a Madison Avenue car down town
' and change at Eighth Street for a cross-town car, which
would take him close to his home.
As he approached the corner he stepped on· some hard
substance that slipped under his weight, his ankle turned
and he fell heavily against an iron area gate.
'llhe gate was not fastened and flew open, pitching the
boy down half a dozen stone steps.
Stunned and bew~dered he kied to get on his feet, then
everything seemed to grow black around him.
He reached for something to grasp to support himself.
His hands caught on the edge of the steps, he took one
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step and then sank down in the ~mer, half against the
wall supporting the sidewalk, six feet above him.
That was the last thing he remembered for some time.
CHAPTER XV.
THE BURGLARS.

\Y11€n he came to his senses Jack had no idea where he
was.
' He gazed stupidly into the darkness of the areaway like
·
a man just recovering from a heavy spree.
By degrees memory reasserted itself and he recollected
the fall he had got.
His injured ankle pained him a little, but nothing to
speak of, but he wondered who could be sitting on those
area steps talking at that ho,ut of the night.
It was hardly a suitable night for anyone to be out <>f
doors when they could just as well be in the house.
In fact, he saw that a drizzling rain was falling, and such
part of his own gaJ'ments as was exposed to it was already
quite damp.
Instinctively it occurred to .him that the two people who
were talking might n~t be honest men, and he listened to
make sure of the fact before bringing himself to thcir
notice.
He found that one of the men was so close he could have
touched him by reaching out his hand.
As he glanced upward he saw the brief flash of a tiny
luminous disk.
Then he heard the snap of a watch-case, and the man
said it wanted ten minutes o.f two o'clock.
Jack almost gasped.
Ten minutes of two-he must have been unconscious
after his fall three whole hcmrs.
"It's time we got to work," said the man whose watch
crystal was daubed with luminous paint, a trick resorted
to by crooks and tho.se who wish to see the time in the
dark. "The cop is not likely to be back this way for some
time to come."
"All right," said his companion. "The servants are
sound by this time."
The two cr(\Oks, for such their conversatibn indicated
they were, sat up and glided over ·to the iro:n area door.
One drew a bunch of skeleton keys from his pocket and
began tampering with the lock.
He was evidently an expert, for he had the door open in
a trice.
Jack cauti(}usly watched them over the top of one of the
steps, and saw them enter the space under the high stoop.
Another and stronger iron door confronted them inside,
but it presented few difficulties to individuals of their skill
and experience.
In a few IJlinutes they opened it outward and found an .
ordinary every-day door beyond, the lock of which they had
no difficulty in picking.
The door did not yield after it had been unlocked, which
showed that it was also held by ooe or more bolts.
The crooks had evidently expected something of this sort,
for they were not at all upset by the failure of the door to
open.
The fellow who was doing the work produced a small
case from his pocket.
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It was filled with
tools of his nefarious trade, including a small bottle of rock oil.
From the case he selected' a "bit,'' capable of drilling a
hole an inch in diameter, and fitted it to a small but very
strong steel "brace."
First he oiled the bit to minimize the noise, and this he
did invariably before beginning a fm:ih hole, and often in
the middle of one.
It took probably a dozen borings to make a circular hole
large enough for him to insert his arm at a point close to
where he .believed the bolt to be.
The man spent all of twenty 'minutes over the job.
Jack, from where he knelt, couldn't make out their faces,
but he kne'v they were there at work from the sounds that
reached his ears.
At length complete silence ensued, and he judged that
U1ey had got into the house.
'
Then he got up and slipped over to the iron area gate,
which they had partly closed, and pushed it open.
The men were not there, the inner iron gate was wide
open, but the wooden door was closed.
Jack turned the knob and the door yielded·to his touch.
The boy considered what he should do now.
It would be a question where he would run across a
policeman at that hour, and he had no idea where the
nearest station-house was.
His natural pluck suggested that he enter the house
and see if he couldn't arouse the inmates and capture the
thieves.
With this purpose in view he opened the wooden door
and slipped into the entry beyond.
The place was wrapped in a Stygian darkness.
He listened intently but could hear no sounds.
· He felt his way on tiptoe to a staircase leading to the
floor above.
Removing his shoes and placing them where he could
easily £.nd them again, even in t{ie gloom, he walked up
stairs.
He found himsel£ standing in a wide hallway, lit by a
swinging lamp in front of the hall door.
It had a red shade and the light was turned low.
Two doors led off from the hall on cme side, and a glass
one at the rear end.
Jack opened the nearest door and looked in.
It was dark and he couldn't see anything.
He entered, closed the door and then ventured to take out
his match-safe and strike a light.
He then saw it was a library, very similar to the one in
Mr. Rand's house, and communicated with a large salon
parlor, the entrance being closed by thick portieres.
There was a desk in one corner, and on top of the desk,
which )Vas closed, was a movable telephone stand.
Instantly the idea occurred to Jack to communicate with
police "headquarters."
He. glided over to the desk in the dark, took the telephone
in his hand and put the receiver to his ear.
"What number?" came to his ear.
"Connect me with police headquarters, please, quick!"
The operator at" Central" evidently understood, for after
the lapse of half a minute the boy heard a gruff "Hello!"
"Is this policf) headquarters?"
"Yes. What do you want?"

"_I want you to notify the nearest station to l\latlison
Avenue and --th Street that there are two burglars in
the house on the southwest corner."
"'l'wo burglars, eh? Who are you?"
"Jack Ashford, messenger for George Rand, stockbroker,
No. - Wall Street."
"Are the men in Mr. Rand's house?"
"No."
"Whose house, then?"
"I don't know the owner's name."
/
"You don't know? W1iat number on Madison Avenue?"
"I don't h.'Uow the number. It's on the southwest corner
of --th Street. The bmglars have forced an entrance
through the area door in the basement. 'Tell the officers
to enter that way."
·
"Where are you telephoning from?"
"The library of the house."
"Where are the men at this minute?"
"I couldn't say exactly, but I believe they're on the
second floor at work."
"All right," said the voice. aI'll have several officers
sent there at once."
The headquarters man rang off and Jack hung the
receiver on the hook and replaced the telephone on the
desk.
·
Most any one in Jack's place, after having notified the
police, would have retired to the basement and waited for
the officers.
Indeed, that was his first idea, but as he shoved the telcp.hone back on the top of the desk his hand encountered the
butt of a revoh·er which lay there.
The moment his fingers closed over it he changed his
mind about retreating to the basement.
,
He decided that with the weapon in his hand he would
venture up stairs and see what the rascals were doing
there.
By catching them off their guard he might be able to
hold them up until the policemen came to take charge
of them.
This plan appealed to him because of the very daring
of it.
Besides the honor of catching the burglars would be his.
Having once experienced the sensation of public approbation, and seen himself lauded in the newspapers, the idea
of coming into the limelight again sent a .thrill through
his nerves.
He had tasted the sweets of fame in a small way, and it
was so satisfactory, that he wanted more of it.
Accordingly he walked out into the hall and made his
way up to the second floor.
There were three closed doors facing the landing, indicating that many rooms.
He felt sure the burglars must be in one of them.
Cautiously he turned the handle of the nearest door and
found himself looking into an elegant tiled bathroom.
He tried th'e second door and discovered that it was
locked.
He put his eye to the keyhole, but could see nothing,
then his ear, but could not h·ear a sound.
He now approached the door of the front room.
Placing his hand on the knob he turned it slowly and
then cautiously pushed the door.
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It opened an inch or two and he sto~d listening.
A slight buzzing sound reached his ears, then a few words
spoken in a low tone. \ ·
That satisfied him that the men were in there, a:p.d he
1vondered what they were doing.
H e opened the door further till he could put in his head.
Then he saw, the burglars and what they were up to. '
Their Lacks were to him and they were trying to open a
good-sized safe set in the wall of the house.
One \ms on his knees, drilling a l}ole around the combination lock, the other was standing up fl.ashing the bright
round disk of a bull's-eye lantern on the spot.
They worked like men who did not fear interruption, and
Jack wondered if they had chloroformed the people asleep
on that floor.
He was not aware, of course, of what th~ burglars had
already informed themselves about before they entered on
the job-that the owner and his family had gone to a houseparty in the country, and were expect~d to be away the
whole week.

CHAPTER XVI.
CONCLUSION.

Jack watche.d the rascals and tried to figure out some
way of bringing their crooked work to a termination without putting himself in their power. ,,,
While he was . thinking about it the man with the drill
finished his work and, taking up a small instrument that
looked like a miniature bicycle pump he applied the end
of a small tube to the hole he had drilled.
His companion placed the dark lantern on a chair and
began fo work the pump.
In an instant a daring plan occuned to Jack.
It was risky, but the nei·viness 6f it promised success.
He pushed the door open a litt~e more, slipped inside and
glided right up behind the unconscious men.
"That'll do," said the man who had clone the drilling;
"now hand me a fuse."
As he spoke Jack snatched up the dark lantern and
fl.ashed it on them, at the same time exclaiming:
"You' re pinched. Hold up your hands or I'll fire ."
The startled rascals turned like a fl.ash to find an indistinct figure a yard or so away with both arms extended
-one hand holding the lantern, ihc other an object, whose
significance they easily guessed from the boy's words.
"Stop where you are!" cried Jack. "If you.clare make
another move I'll shoot."
I
He fl.ashed the disk light from one to the other in order to
keep them under his eye, at the same time backing slo·wly
away until he had put another yard between himself and
them.
'
As the bull's-eye left one for an instant in the gloom,
the fellow moved his hand to. his hip pocket and yanked his
revolver out C]Uicker than a fl.ash.
J::tck caught the gleam of the weapon and, recognizing
the peril of his position, dodged just as a blinding fl.ash lit
up the roml)..
The bullet just grazed Jack's head.
Quick as a wink \he returned the fire before the crook
could recock his weapon.
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The fellow uttered a cry as his arm dropped to his' 'side,
and the revolver fell upon the carpet.
Under cover of the smoke the other man drew his gun,
took scarcely any aim and pulled the trigger.
_
The third report went ringing through the house, adding
terror to the already frightened servants on the fourth floor,
who did not know what to make of the fusilade going on
below.
The ball went through Jack's coat, under his arm, fortunately not touching him.
This time he did not care if he killed the rascal wbo shot
last, and fired point blank at him.
The fellow sank down ";ith a groan, for Jack's bullet had
broken his collar bone.
At that exciting moment a patrol wagon drove up with
half a dozen policemen in it.
The female servants were screaming from the front windows above and the wlrnle neighborhood was aroused.
Three of the offcers immediately entered the house, while
the others took up positions to intercept the burglars if they
tried to leave the building.
"Now, you rascals, do you give in or not?" demanded
Jack.
The fellow with the broken arm uttered an imprecation
and made a rush for the door.
"StQp !" roared the boy. "Stop! Or your blood be on
your own head."
The fellow stopped because he saw that Jack had him at
his mercy.
"Back up against that safe,'' cried Jack, and the burglar
backed to the indicated point.
Just then he heard the tramp of feet on the stairs, and
a moment later a policeman with his lantern walked into
the room.
Another officer followed at his heels.
The light was :first fl.ashed over Jack as he stood pale and
determined, with the blood running down around his left
ear from the light furrow made by the bullet wound.
He was holding the broken-armed burglar to the safe
with his bull's-eye lamp and pointed revolver.
"'rhere are your prisoners, officers. They made a target
of me, both of them, and I returned the compliment. I
don't know whether I've killed one of them or :i;iot, but it
was their lives or mine, and I was lucky to escape their two
~hots fired at such close quarters."
The third policeman entered at that moment.
"Light the gas, Barker," the first officer said, "so we can
see how things are here. There's been shooting."
That was evident even from the strong smell of powder
in the air, without considering the casualties.
In a few minutes the gas was lit and the officers were
able to size up the situation.
The broken-armed fellow was handcuffed to one of the
officors.
The other was pronounced to be badly but not fatally
wounded.
"You will have to go with us, young man," said the
officer in charge. "You can tell your story to the sergeant
at the station."
As the officer spoke the ormolu clock on the mantel in
the room struck three.

Z6

.JUST HIS LUCK.

One of the cops raised the front window and called two
of his brother officers to come up stairs.
Jack pointed to the hole in the safe which had been
drilled.
"They were pumping something into the holes when I
started in to hold them up," he said.
"Powder to blow the safe door open," replied the policeman. "Was it you who telephoned headquarters?"
"Yes," replied the young messenger.
"What's your name?" .
"Jack Ashford."
The other two officers now appeared.
"Take that wounded man downstairs and put him in
the wagon," said the leader of the party to the newcomers.
"Jones, march your ptisoner down. Barker, gather up
,
those tools and carry them to the wagon."
The officer then started to go up stairs and met the man
servant who, finding that officers were in the house, ventured down.
The policeman questioned him, and found out that
neither he nor the women knew anything about the affair
beyond the pistol shots, which had awakened them.
' One officer was left on the premises, the rest, with Jack,
mounted the patrol wagon, which immediately started for
the station.
There the boy told his story, while the house surgeon was
attending the wounded men.
The chap with the broken collar bone was removed to
Bellevue Hospital under guard, and the other one locked
up after his arm was bandaged.
A reporter, who had been sent to the station from the
news bureau opposite headquarters, interviewed Jack, and
got enough out of him to WTite up a very graphic account
of the affair for the early edition of the afternoon papers,
which was printed and on the streets about nine o'clock
in the forenoon.
The surgeon washed Jack's slight wound and put a piece
of sticking plaster on it, after which the boy left the station
for his home, promising to appear against the prisoners at
the Tombs Police Court about eleven in the morning.
Jack didn't get to bed till five o'clock, and slept tiU halfpast nine.
Then he got his breakfast and went to a drug store and
telephoned the cashier that he would not be down till about
noon, briefly explaining the reaso~- therefor.
By that time the newsboys were selling the early editions
with a full account of _the attempted burglary, and how it
had been nipped in the bud by Jack Ashford, the young
Wall Street messenger.
Willie Day, who had been called on to carriY messages till
Jack showed up, bought a copy of the paper and brought it
to the office, where the story, with a big scare heading, was
re.ad by Mr. Rand, and afterward by everybody in the office.
Jack went directly to the police court and reported.
Only one prisoner was brought in, and after the boy had
given his testimony, and a Central Office detective had
identified him as an old offender whose picture was in the
Rogues' Gallery, he was remanded for actio:p. by the Grand
.
Jury.
IDtimately the men were tried :in General Sessions, and
J ack's evidence was largely re~ponsible for their conviction.
They got long terms in Sing Sing.

Of course, Jack was once more regarded as the most
famous boy in Wall Street.
His picture appeared in several of the papers, and he
had all the limelight that he wanted.
The gentleman whose house he had saved from being
robbed was a wealthy merchant, of Hanover Square.
He presented Jack not only with his thanks but a check
for $1,000, as evidence of his appreciation of the boy's
plucky conduct.
As for Edna, she declared that Jack was more of a hero
than ever, and she was very proud of him, indeed.
J ac):'s popularity after that clung to him, and the brokers
came to look upon him as one of the features of Wall
Street.
He did not get a swelled head over it, but bore his
honvrs with becoming modesty, and this fact did more to
maintain his standing among the traders than anything else.
Pluck is always admired and appreciated, and Jack had
proved his beyond any question.
Mr. Rand was very proud of him, and it wasn't very long
afterward before he advanced the boy to a desk in his
counting-room.
Then it was that Jack, finding his opportunities to speculate somewhat curtailed, told his employer about the money
he had made in the market while he was a messenger.
The broker was amazed at his story, and would have
been inclined to doubt it, only the boy had the cash
to prove it.
At Jack's request he took charge of his fund~ and invested them to such good advantage that the boy secured
an income of nearly $7,000 a year.
Jack's advance was rapid, and after two years' experience
at the desk he was made Mr. Rand3s representative on the
floor of the Exchange, and he soon proved his value in that
.
-capacity.
Now Jack is Mr. Rand's partner and his son-in-law as
well, and will be the sole representativ,e of the business
Lefore many yea.rs, as Mr. Rand is making his plans to
retire from active work in Wall Street.
The facts for this story, as well as many more that could
not be used, owing to the limited space at our command,
were obtained from the gentleman who figures herein as
Jack Ashford, which, of course, is not his real name.
He is a shining example of the many who have risen
from the ranks to a position of importance and wealth in
the community.
There are others as smart as he who have not been as
successful, j ut, as he has remarked, it was Just His Luck.
THE END.
Read "OUT WITH HIS OWN CIRCUS; . OR, THE
8UCCESS OF A YOUNG BARNUM," which will be the
next number (143) of "Fame and Fortune Weekly."
SP ECIAL NOTICE: All back numbers of this weekly
are always in print. If you caµnot obtain them from any
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by
mail to FRANK TOUSEY, P UBLISHER, 24 UNIO N
SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies ,
·
you order by return mail.
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Aftef a meal the python remains inert in the water. The
appetite for a second meal a few days after the first is r emarkable. On the other hand, two specimens remained fr om
spring to November without eating at a.JI, and yet persisted
in good condition.

A west side congregation was called upon not long ago to
choose a pastor. The last three ministers had been persona
non grata with most of the parishioners; and before selecting
another the congregation did some pretty hard thinking.
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ticl.l'lar weight. Preacher after preacher was invited to the
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self, in fact-that a man who hasn·t that privilege at home
works off his spleen elsewhere. A minister vents it on his
congregation. That was why we couldn't stand the last
preacher. This one will be all right. We won't hear ·a peep
out of him." And upon that unique recommendation the congregation really did give the man a call. According t o last
reference to the height of elephants, ten feet in males accounts both he and the congregation were doing well. The
and eight feet six inches in females-vertical height at the wife has not been heard from.
shoulders, measured as a horse-are very rarely attained, and
are not exceeded by one animal in five hundred.
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GOOD STORIES.

In

"My venerated grandmother looked at me rather scornfully
when I approached her clad in my first overcoat, and I'll never
forget the 'roasting' she gave me for having one," said J. M.
Bond, of St. Louis. "She said that no sensible man would de"I say, why don't you marry the heiress? She has a long
scend to the effeminacy of. an overcoat and that the effect of
wearing one was to reduce vigor and the hardiness that comes purse." "Yes; but she has had it too long."
of battling with cold weather. She pointed to the tine exam"I hear yer frien' Tamson's married again.'' "Aye, so he is.
ple of a statesman with whom she had a personal acquaintance, the Hon. Hannibal Hamlin, elected Vice-President of the He's been a dear frien' tae me. He's cost me three waddln'
Unitecl. States with Lincoln, who in his whole career never presents an' twa wreaths."
put one on, no matter how low the mercury dropped."
Hospital Physician (to reassure him)-That snake you see
Every new Congress brings to Washington the meanest man is not ~real one, you know. Delirium Tremens Patient-You
in Christendom. A Western senator arranged recently for see it, too, do you, doc? Ah, ha !
the construction of a barn. "I want the work done as economically as possible," he told the carpenter. ".It will save
"Now, Patsy, if it should come to a real issue which would
money, won't it, to drive one nail instead of two into each you rather lose-your money or your life?" ..·Me loife, begorra.
board?" "Yes," was the reply, "but the barn won't be as Oi'm savin' me money for me ould ,age."
strong." "That's all right," responded the thrifty senator.
Languid Lannigan-After all is said, pal, money ain't every"You go ahead with the work, using one nail in each board."
When the carpenter finished, the senator used a Western t'ing. Dry Deegan-I knows it frum experience-I wunst
Union blank · to call his secretary to his home, "to do some found a $5 bill near de center uv a prohibition state.
work which had accumulated." Upon the latter's arrival he
"Johnny, where's your sister?" "Up in her room." "I quardisposed of a number of letters, and then said: "Here are
four pounds of nails. I want you to drive an ~xtra nail in reilled with her yesterday and I am sorry; won·t you go and
every plank in that barn." As the Government pays the ask her if she'll make up?" "She's makin' up now."
salaries of senators' secretaries, it is readily apparent that
Redd-I understand that new automobile of yours goes lilrn
the Western economist saved something in having him, instead
of the carpenter, drive the requisite number of nails into the the wind? Greene-That's right. Nobody can tell just when
the. wind is going to start or when it is going t o stop.
barn.

JOKES AND JESTS.

At Hagenback's Zoo, in London, sayrf the "Journal of Roy~!
Microscopical Society," a specimen of python reticulata, about
?wenty-five feet in length, swallowed on June 7, 1906, a swan
weighing eighteen pounds, and two days later a roebuck of
sixty-seven pounds. Another swa)lowed within two days two
roebucks of twenty-eight and thirty-nine pounds, and soon
thereafter a chamois of seventy-one :tiounds. In two and a
half hours only the hind-quarters and the limbs of the prey
were visible. When a flashlight photograph was suddenly
taken the python disgorged its booty in the space of half a
minute. A. Sokolowsky reports on the same subject: In a few
days a weight of 84 pounds was swallowed; 138 pounds in nine
days. The pharynx can be dilated to a width of one milli·
metre forty to forty-five centimetres. A goat of eighty-four
pounds in weight was engulfed and took nine days to digest.

"I. suppose you visited all the points of interest while you
were abroad," said one young woman. "No," answered t h e
other, "we were so busy addressing post-cards to our friends
that we hadn't time to do much sightseeing."
"You can't imagine," said the musical young woman, "how
distressing it is when a singer realizes that she has lost her
voice." "Perhaps not," repl\ed the plain man, "but I've got 'a
fair idea how distressing it is when she doesn't realize it."
"Who's that old chap that scowled at you as he passed?"
asked the policeman with the scar on his chin. "He's a pawnbroker I hauled up for receiving stolen goods a month or t wo
ago," said the red-headed policeman. "He's got a grouch.'' " I
see. He'r1 a spite fence." hutted in a listening r eporter.
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A. SINGULAR DELUSION
'
By Col. Ralph Fenton.
When the doctor asked me if I had ever heard of the celebrated Braddon case I was compelled to reply in the negative,
although I promptly asked him to give me the details.
My interest pleased him, and, coughing to clear his throat, he
told me the story in his own inimitable style.
"Insanity," he remarked, "has a thousand varying phases.
The lay member of the community always thinks of insanity
as of the violent type, whereas that type of mental disease is
the smallest in percentage of ail the differing p .ases.
"The largest percentage of cases come under the head of
what we may call hallucinations, or delusions. That being
stated, I will tell you about the Brad ~ on case."
I will put it, as nearly as possible, in the doctor's words.
The whole community was greatly shocked when, one day,
the papers gave them an account of the disappearance of the
pretty little daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Howard Braddon, coupled with the assertion by the wife that the husband had
drowned the child.
The circumstances of its disappearance were these:
The child was put to bed at the usual hour by its nurse,
who did not again see it. Mr. Braddon was absent for the
evening, but ~eturned about nine o'clock, being somewhat earlier than he expected would be the case when leaving home
about seven. Mrs. Braddon had remained at home.
Mr. Braddon's story was that on returning home he looked
into the sitting-r oom, and, seeing no light there, supposed that
his wife had ascended to their private room. The child slept
rn an adjoining apart ment, through which Mr. Braddon passed
to reach the other, the distance being a little less than if he
had passed along the hall to the door of his own apartment.
In passing through the room devoted to little Lurline's use
lie involuntarily glanced toward the bed. He saw that it was
empty, but thou ght only that his wife had the child on her
lap in their room. When, however, on reaching their room,
he saw nothing of his wife or of the child, a feeling of alarm
thrilled him.
He hastened downstairs again and there found his wife sitting by a window of the sitting-room, gazing out toward the
river, that lay glistening under the moonlight at a distance
of only a few hundred feet.
He spoke to her, and she at first did nf}t answer him.
"Asleep," he mutter ed, and then laid a hand on her shoulder.
She started sharply, and as she turned her face toward him
he could see by the moonlight that t ears were on her cheeks.
"What has happened, Mollie ?" he asked, quickly. "Why are
you crying? And where is Lurline?"
According to his stat ement, he was rendered so weak by
her answer that a straw could have knocked him off his feet,
She answered him:
"Where is Lurline ? A pretty question to ask me--you, who
but this hour sta ined your hands in her innocent blood!"
He dropped on a sofa, and was unable to rise for several
minutes. Then, pulling a bell-cord, he summoned a servant,
and bade her care for her mistress. He then went through
the house from cellar to garret, hunting for Lurline. Not a
trac\l of the child was to be found.
The servants took the alarm, and in a short while there
wer e over a dozen of the neighbors present.
In their presence Mrs. Braddon accus• l her husband of having murdered their child.
Those who listened could hardly believe the evidence of
their ears. Howard Braddon murder his own child! It was
an impossibility !, Still the charge was solemnly made, was
solemnly repeated, and the police officer who presently arrived had no resource but to place Howard Braddon under
arrest.
The wife now told her story.
After the departure of her husband she had visited Lurline's
raom, and seen that the child was peacefully sleeping. After

that she had descended to the floor below, and seating herself
in the window, had remained there, watching the play of the
moonlight on the water, as she was notably fond of doing.
It was about a quarter of nine when suddenly a man's figure
passed between the moonlight and herself, as he crossed a little
knoll that would lie in his way had he come from the rear of
the house.
She instantly recognized the figure as being that of her
husband, and also saw that he had an object in his arms. It
was a second or two before she discovered that the object
was a child-a child in its nightdress. A 'horror seized upon
her-although why, she could not say. Still another minute,
and then a child's cry came echoing to her ears.
She recognized the voice--it was that• of her child, that of
little Lurline, whom she had left peacefully slumbering in her
crib but a short time before.
Howard was moving toward the river, and something in his
movements impressed her that he was about to drown the
child. She tried to rise then, but could not, and, sitting fascinatedly there, saw the man go down to the river's brink and
thrust the white clad little one beneath the water.
That was her story.
She was willing to swear to the recognition of her husband,
and she could not be mistaken in the voice of her own child.
The river was dragged for the r ecovery of Lurline's body,
but it was not found. This, of course, was easily explainable
on the ground that it had been carried away by the current,
and, as the tide was running down at the time, it might r eadily
have drifted out to sea by the time the dragging was begun.
It consequently made a clear, straight case against Howard
Bradd on.
There had never been any difficulty between Braddon and
his wife. They had lived exceptionally happily together, so
there was no ill-will to attribute h er testimony to. Indeed,
her evidence came with evident reluctance, which made it all
the stronger.
Howard Braddon realized that he was in a tight box, and
he procured the most able lawyers to defend him. What their
line of defense would be none could say. To the general mind,
there was no possible defense. His wife, loving him dearly,
testified that he had commi tted this most , readful of crimes.
And she had nothing to gain .,y hi.l3 conviction-indeed, everything to lose, because the W!lalth which Bra ddon ha d inherited
from his father was held only on conditions, and in case of
his conviction would go in other directions, and the wife would
not even have a support afforded her.
On the contrary, in a certain sense, Howard Braddon would
benefit by the death of his own child, as he was its legal heir,
and property held in trust for Lurline would no; become his,
without let or hindrance.
All these circumstances, combined , placed Braddon in a position the reverse of enviable. His life was in a scale ; and
the feeling in general was such that his lawyers frankly told
him that unless something could be done to upset his wife's
direct and positive testimony a jury would certainly condemn
him.
If innocent, he was placed in an awful position. If guilty,
he had the knowledge hanging over him that he was sure
to suffer the penalty of his deed.
It was only a few days prior to ~hat set for the trial when
one of Braddon's lawyers came to me. It-had occurred to him,
as a last hope, that Mrs. Braddon's testimony might be impeached on the score of mental unsoundness.
I was a little indignant at the manner in which the matter
w.as broached, but the lawyer hastened to assure me that he
wanted nothing done that savored of wrong to anybody.
"But," qe said, "I am satisfied tl at my client is innocent. I
have known him fr.om boyhood, and am positive that he is
incapable of so monstrous a crime. In some manner he has
become the victim of a singular chain of circumstances that
I cannot grasp, and the fact stares me in the faqe that unless
something is developed he will be convicted and hung. It occurred to me an hour ago that possibly Mrs. Braddon might
be under some delusion, and I .should like you to see her. wml
you do so?"
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I was deeply interested. A man's life ·was at stake-a man
who was claimed to be all that a high-bred and honorable
man should be.
I promised him that I wo~ld go and see Mrs. Braddon the
next morning, and, in accordance with that promise, I rang
the bell of th~ magnificent mansion on the bank of the river
at eleven o'clock the next day. On being requested to enter
by the servant, I rejoined that if there was no objection I
would take a seat on the piazza, and watch the river, until
her mistress could see me.
I was sitting there, admiring the splendid view, when the
rustling ~f a dress informed me of somebody near. I rose
at once, and faced a lady dressed becomingly in mourning,
and whose face was as sad as it was white.
Asking if she would excuse me for keeping on my hat, as
I was subject to c-0ld in my head, and receiving an affirmative
answer, together with the assurance tnRt the lady would rather
give me audience there, I said to her :
"Doubtless my name is familiar to you?"
"Yes, I have heard much of a physician by that name, if
you are the one."
"I am."
"Might I inquire why you wished to see me?"
"Yes. It is in r elation to-pardon me if I open a deep wound
and cause it to bleed afresh-your child."
Tears sprang to her eyes at once. I waited a minute, and
then I said:
"I have, of course, heard your story of that terrible night.
If you will consent, I should like answers to a few questions.
The first is, why did you not cry out when you saw your husband forcing the child under the water?"
She lowly answered:
"It was impossible. I was depr:ved of the power of speech
or motion."
"How long was it from the time when you first saw your
husband cross the knoll until he reached the river?"
"About four or five minutes."
"After he had committed the crime what did you do?"
"Nothing. I sat where I was."
"You did not get up-did not seek to alarm the servants?"
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I reported to the lawyer, and he at once employed a detective to work from this basis. The happiest results followed.
An Italian was learned of as having been sneaking around
the premises, and the clew was pursued for all it was worth.
On the very day before the trial was to come off, in a dirty
and dismal hole in the slums of the city, the detective found
Lu'rline. It disposed of the idea of her having been drowned
at the hands of her father. The Italian who had stolen her
was captured at the same time, and made a confession to the
effect that he intended to wait ·for a time and then offer to
return the child for a reward.
Being unable to read, he had heard nothing of the precarious position in which his stealing the child had placed its
father. As I supposed was the case; and as the Italian admitted, the child had uttered a cry of terror a~ it wakened In
his arms, after leaving the house, which cry . it was the mother
had interwoven with her realistic dream, the whole forming
as deep a -delusion as one may imagine-and terrible, in that,
had not I been called in, the probabilities are that it wou ld
have cost a human li fe, that a wife would in open court have
sworn away the life of the husband she dearly loved.
Delusions such as these are rarely recorded as insanities.
yet they rightfully belong among the v igaries to which the
human mind is subject. Needless to say, Mr. Braddon was
acquitted honorably.
His wife feared that he could never forgive her, but he did
forgive her, and I doubt if there is a happier couple in the
whole United States than Mr. and Mrs. Howard Braddon. And
the best of it is that she no longer bas any delusions of great
or small degree.

The Seminole Indians believed that when the Great Spirit
created this world He made three men, all fair of skin. Ho
led them to a lake and bade them jump in. The first obeyed
and came out whiter than when be entered the waters; thl'
second hesitated, going into the lake when the water was a
trifle muddy, hence came out copper colored; the third leaped
in last and came out black. According to the legend the Great
"No."
Spirit then led them to three bundles, asking each to choose
"How long a time 1lapsed after that before you felt your one. The black .man chose the heaviest, which was found to
husband's touch on your shoulder"!"
contain spade, hoes and other implements used in the perform"Nearly half an hour."
ance of manual labor; the second found in his sack a fishing
"Did you h ear him enter the house and go upstairs imme- rod, a gun and warlike well.pons; the white man chose the
diately before that?"
sack which containetl. pen, ink and paper, and this, so the story
I noticed that her face clouded in a doubtful way, then she goAs, laid the foundation for his superiority over other races.
slowly answered:
"I can't say certainly whether I did or not. I don't think
The first American glass factory was erected in the town of
I did, and yet I have a vague impression that somebody's steps Temple, N. H. Washington, in his diary, speaks of glass being
going upstairs attracted my attention."
made in New Haven, Conn., in the year 1789. One would sup·
If ever I saw a sane face, that of this lady was sane.
pose by the language be uses that he considers it a new and
"You had never suspected your husband could do such a quite extraordinary affair. It was nine years previous to this,
thing?"
and during the very war whose issue first enabled the country
"No."
to commence its own manufacturing, that Robert Hewes of
Boston began to carry out the project which he had long conAfter that I sat for a long time buried in a brown study.
ceived, but had hitherto found impraclicable, if not impossiAt last, as if by an inspiration, I said:
ble, under English rule-that of making glass in America for
"It all seems to you like a hideous dream, doesn't it?"
"Yes! yes!" she eagerly replied. '· l can hardly make myself America. In 1780 Mr. Hewes selected a site for his factory
believe, at times, that it is not a dream. And I remember that secure from the British forces (his glassblowers were Hessians
my arms were resting on the window-sill and my head pil- and Waideckers-soldiers who bad deserted from the British
lowed on them, and it appears as though I must have been army), and he must have had an eye for the beautiful in na·
asleep, or in a condition where I was the victim of a delu- ture. He chose a spot on the north slope of Kidder 1j:ountain,
sion."
near its base. To the northwest Mount Monadnock rears his
"Madam," I said, solemnly, "that is precisely what hal>- granite crown, standing like a giant sentinel; to the "north,
pened. You are the victim of a ·d elusion. You fell asle{t> and running east, are the Temple Mountains, bold and prethere, and began to dream. Undoubteo v little Lurline was cipitous; to the east a beautiful valley holds in its embrace
stolen from her cot, and you heard her cry. It wove itself the towns of Wilton, Millford and Nashua, while to the northInto your dream, and after events saddled upon your mind an east Joe ,English Hill and the Uncanernucks Mountains con·
ceal the city of Manchester. The place is now reached by a
Insane delusion that may cost your husband his life."
I felt that my statement was true-felt it with the force two-mile walk over an old road, long a str anger to travel other
of a strong and powerful conviction. And then I gained from than by grazing cows and nature loving tourists. The stoneher that on several occasions she had been the victim of work about the ovens and the foundations of the building arP
dreams so terribly realistic that it had been a difficult matter all that now remain to remind us that here was another example of the American people's struggle fo·r independence.
to rid her mind of a belief' in their truth.
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modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald,'
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healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can illustrated. By John Allen.
No. 71. HOW 'l'O DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.-Containinc
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complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical 'l'rick1.
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No. 10. HOW TO BOX.-The art of self-defense made easy. By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the dilferL ETTER WR IT I N G.
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.-A mO!lf C'6m·
t hese useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to boll!
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-lettent,
w ithou t an instructor.
No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.-Containlng full and when to use them, giving specimen tettel"s for" young and old.
No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.- Givinc
Instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic .exercises.
Embt·acing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects;
also letters of introduction, notes and requests.
A handy and useful book.
No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.No. 34. HOW 'l'O FENCE.-Containing full instruction for
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
also
giving sample letters for instruction.
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best
No. 53. HOW TO WRITm LE'I'TERS.-A wonderful little
positions ill fencing. A complete book.
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father,
TRICKS WITH CA R DS.
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and anyNo. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.-eontainlng body you wish to write to. Every young man and every young
~
t :rplanations of t'he general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable lady in the land should have this book.
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LENERS CORRECTLY.-Con·
meight-of-hand: of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject;
..,ecially prepared cards. Ba. Professor Haffner. Illustrated.
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters,
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No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK E ND MEN'S JOKE
BOOK .-Contammg a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
m<?st famous en~ men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
this wonderful httle book.
No .. 4~. THE ~OYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.t:lonta1!1mg a vaned asso,rt~ent of i:;tump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and I nsh. Also end mens Jokes. Just the thing for home amuse·
ment and amateur shows.
No. 45. 'l'HE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
!AND JOKI!l B<?OK.:--Somethini; new a?d very instructive. Every
boy should obtam this book, as 1t contams fu ll instr uctions for or·
canizing an amateur minstrel troupe.
No. 65. M ULOOON'S JOKES.-This is one of the most original
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor It
contains a large collection of .songs, jokes, conundrums, etc:, of
Terrence l\fuldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
obtain a copy immediately.
No.. 79. H(;>W TO . BECOl\IEl AN ACTOR-Containing complete msrruct1ons how to make up for various characters on the
stage_; tog~ther with the duties of the S te ge Manager, Prompter,
Scemc Artist and Property l\Ian. By a 'prominent Stage Manager.
N~ . 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.- Containing the latest Jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
colored cover containing a ha lf-tone photo of the author.

No. 31. H OW T O BECOME A SPEAKER.-Containing fo•
teen illustrations, gi ving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also conta ining gems from
a.II the popular ~uthors of prose and poetry, arranged in the motft
•
simple and conc1s~ manner possible.
No. 49. _HOW TO DEBATE.-Qlving rules fo r conducting debates, outlmes for. de~ate11, qu.estions for discussion, and ti>• belt
sources for procurmg mforoiat10n on the q ue~tions p veD.

SOCIETY.

a•

No. 3. HOW T O F LIR'l'.-The arts antt wiles ot flirtatiun
fu lly expl~ i ned by this little book. Besides the various methods el
ha_r.dkerch1ef•. fan , glove, parasol, window and hat fli rta tion, it coll•
~ams a _full hst of the language and sentiment of flowers, which I•
m.terest1ng to everybody, both old and young. Yo u cannot be happ7
without one.
No. 4. HOW T O DANCE is the title of a new and halldsome
little book just issued by l!'rank Tousey. It contains full instructions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at partiea,
how to dress, and fu ll directions for ca lling off in all popular square
dances.
No. ~- HOW T<;> MA~~ LOVl!J.-A ~mp lete gu ide t<? love,
courtship and ma~nage, g1vmg sensible advice, rules and et iquette
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen•
erally known.
No. 17. H.OW TO D RE_SS.-Containing fu ll instruction In the
art of dressmg and appeanng well at home and ab road giving tht
selections of colors, material, and how to have them m ade up.
No. 18. HOW TO BECOl\IE BEAUTIFUL. -One of the
HOUSEKEEPING.
brightest and. most valuable little books ever given to t he world.
N<?. 16. H9W TO KEEP A, WIND.OW GARDEN:-,-Containing Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
full mstruct10n11 for constructmg a wmdow garden either in town female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this boM
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful and be convinced how to become beautiful.
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pubBIRDS AND ANIMALS.
lished.
No. 30. HOW '1'0 COOK.-One of the most instructive books
No. 7. H OW TO KEEP BIRDS.-Handsomely illustrated an4
meats,
cooking
for
ecipes
r
contains.
It.
on cooking eve1· published.
containing fu ll instructions for the management and t ra ining of the
fish, game, and oysters ; also pies, puddmgs, cakes and a ll kinds of canary, mockingbird, bobolink, black\Jird, paroquet, parrot, etc.
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
·
.
cooks.
RABBITS.-A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illua·
for
No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.-It contains information
tra ted. By Ira Drofraw.
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to
No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.- Including hlnt1
make almost an ything around the house, such as parlor ornaments on how to cak h moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels a nd birdli.
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bi rd lime for catching birds.' Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. B y J. HarringtoD
Keene.
ELECl"AICAL.
No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.-A
No. 46. HOW T O MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.-A de- valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mountin1
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism; and preserving birds, animals and insects.
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries,
No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.- Giving com·
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty ii· plet~ informa~i on as to the m.anner an.d method of raising, keepinr.
lustrations.
tammg, breedmg, and managmg all kmds of pets; a lso giving full
No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHI NES.-Con- !nstructi.ons for m~kin~ cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight
taining full Jirections for making electrical machines, induction 1llus~rat1ons, makmg 1t the most complete book of the kind ever
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. published•
By R. A. R. B ennett. Fully illustrated.
MISCELLANEOUS.
No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.-Containing a
No . . 8. HOW ~q BECOME A SCIE~'l'IST,_..A useful and in·
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks,
str uct1ve book, g1vmg a complete treatise on chemistry· also es·
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.
peri!llents in aco_ustics, mechani cs, mathematics, chemistry, a nd di·
rectlons for makmg fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thia
. ENTERTAINMENT.
_,
. No. 9. HOW TO BECO;>.IE A VEJN'l'RILOQUIST.-By Harry book cannot be equaled.
No. 14. HOW TO MAKEl CANDY.-A complete hand-book for
Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- makfng all kinds of candx.. ice-crean:.!1,, syrup~ essences. etc~ etc.
No. l:H. ·HOW •.ro BruCOME At'f AU'l'.tiOR.-Containing full
tudes every night with his wonderfu! imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is t he information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
manner of preparing and submi t ting manuscript. Also containinr
createst book rver published. and there's millions (of fun) in it.
No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.-A va lu able information as to th e neatness, legibility and general com•
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. B y Prince
.
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable ·Hiland.
fo r parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the · No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.-A won:•
derful book , containing useful and practical information in the
money than any book published.
No. 35. HOW 'l' O PLAY QAMES.-A complete and useful little treatment of ordinary diseases and ai lments common to everr
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes fo r general com·
bagatelle,
billiards,
of
book, containing the rul es and regulations
,
plaints.
backgammon. C'roquet. dominoes, etc.
No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.- Con·
No'. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.-Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches taining valuable information regarding the collecting and a rrangiDI
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated.
and witty sayings.
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-By Old King BradJ,
No. 52. HOW '1'0 PLAY OARDS.- A complete and handy little
book, giving the rules and f'-,._ 'irec tions for playing Euchre, Crib- the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, R~ . ce, Pedro S ancho, Draw Poker, and sensible rules for beginners. and also relates some adventuret
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and ma ny other popular games of cards. and experiences of well-known detectives.
No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHO'.rOGRAPHER.-Contaln·
No. 66. HOW '1'0 DO P UZZLES.-Containing over three bunclred interesting puzzles and conundrums. with key t o same. A ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it;
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.
1t;~~~~arencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. Dew.
ET IQUET TE .
No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MI L ITARY•
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.-lt
fa a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know CADE'.r.-Containing full explanations how to gain admittance,

There's happiness in it.
•IINo.about.
33. HOW '1'0 BERA VE.-Containing the rules and etiquette

course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Po1t
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and a ll a boy should
know to be a Cadet. Ccmpiled and written by Lu Senarens, aut hor
apof
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."
No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL <"ADET. -Complete in·
,
in the drawing-room.
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
Also containing the course of instructio::;, description
Academy.
DECLA MATION.
'No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF 'tt~CITATIONS. of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a bo7
-Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. Comtialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together piled and written by L u Senarens, author of "How to Become :J
West Point Military Cadet."
Sith many standard readi ngs.

PRICE 10 CENTS· EACH , OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS.
_.Jldret!S FRANK TOUSEY', Publisher,_-~ Union Squa re• • New Yorls.
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"WILD

WEST

WEEKLY"

A MAGAZINE CONTAINING STORIES, -SKETCHES, ETC., OF WESTERN LIFE

COLORED COVERS

32 PAGES

287 Young Wild West's Ripping Round Up; or, Arietta's
Prairie Peril.
288 Young Wild West's Toughest Trail; or, Baffled by Bandits.
289 Young Wild West at "Forbidden Pass," and How Arietta
Paid the Toll.
290 Young Wild West and the Indian Traitor; or, The Charge
of the "Red" Brigade.
291 Young Wild West and the Masked Cowboy; or, Arietta's
Ready Rope.

" WORK
COLORED COVERS

AND

WlN "

CONTAINING THE FRED FEARNOT S'lORIES
32 PAGES

488 Fred Fearnot Home Again; or, Good Times with His
Friends.
489 "'red Fearnot as a Barkstop; or, Winning a Hot Ball Game.
490 Fred Fearnot and "Old Mystery"; or, The Hermit of Spirit
Lake.
491 Fred ...,earnot and the One-Armed Wonder; or, Putting
Them Over the Plate.
492 Fred Fearnot and the Street Singer; or, The Little Queen
of Song.
493 Fred Feamot's Lucky Hit; or, Winning Out in the Ninth.

~'PLUCK
COLORED COVERS

PRICE 5 CENTS

292 Young Wild West and the Ranchero's Daughter; or, A
Hot Old Time in Mexico.
293 Young Wild West and the Sand Hill "Terrors"; or The
Road Agents of the Santa Fe Trail.
294 Young Wild West After ":White Horse Jack"; or, Arietta
and the Wild Mustang.
295 Young Wild West and the Cattle Branders; or, Crooked
Work on the Big G Ranch.
·296 Young Wild West's Eour Foes; or, The Secret Band of
Cold Camp.

PRICE 5 CENTS

494 Fred Fearnot and the Raft Boy; or, Rough Life on the

Mississippi.
495 Fred Fearnot's Steal to Second; or, The Trick that Turned

the Tide. ·
496 Fred Fearnot's New Stroke; or, Beating the Champion
Swimmer.
497 Fred Fearnot's Quarrel with Terry; or, Settling a Friendly
Dispute.
498 Fred Fearnot's School Boy Stars; or, Teaching a Young
Nine the Game.

AND

'LUCK''

CONTAINING ALL KINDS OF STORIES
32 PAGES

517 The Swamp Rats; or, The Boys Who ·Fought for Washington. By Gen'! Jas. A. Gordon.
G18 Nino, the Wonder of the Air. A Story of Circ;us Life. By
Berton Bertrew.
919 A Fireman at Sixteen; or, Through Flame and Smoke.
By Ex-Fire-Chief Warden.
520 100 Feet Above the Housetops; or, The Mystery of the
Old Church Steeple. By Allyn Draper.

PRICE 5 CENTS·

521 The Boy Explorers; or, Abandoned in the Land of Ice.
By Capt. Thos. H. Wilson.
522 The Mystery of the Volcano. A True Story of Mexico.
By Howard Austin.
523 Fighting with Washington; or, The Boy Regiment of the
Revolution. By Gen'!. Jas. A. Gordon.
524 The Smartest Boy in Philadelphia; or, Dick Rollins' Fight
for a Living. By•Allyn Draper.
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For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by

24 Union Square, N. Y.

, FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
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Fame and sors
Fortune Weekly
....

SlORIES OF
By A

COLORED COVERS

WHO MAKE MONEY

•·

SELF-MADE MAN

PRICE 5 Cts.

ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY

32 PAGES

This Weekly contains inter esting stories of sma rt. boys, who win fa m e and fortun e by their ability to take
a dva ntage of passing opportunities. Some of t hese stories a re founded on tru e inciden ts in t he lives of
o ur most s uccessful self -made m en, and s how how a boy of pluck , per seve ra nce a nd brains can become famous a nd wealthy.
ALREADY PUllLlSlIED.

-·

The R oad -'to Su ccess ; or, The Car eer of a For tu n ate Boy·.
Chasing Pointer s ; or, The Luckiest Boy in Wail St r eet.
Hiemg in the World ; or, !•'mm Factory Boy to Man a ger .
Fro m Dark to D a wn; o r , A Poor Iloy"s Chan ce.
Ont for Himse lf; or, Paving H is Way to l•'ortnn e.
Diamond Cu t Diamond; o r . Th e Boy llro kers of Wail Street .
A Start in Life; o r , A B r igh t Boy ' s Am bition .
Out for a l\l! liion: or, T h e Young M ida s of W a il Street .
Eve ry In ch a Boy ; or, Doing His Le ve l Best.
Mon ey to Burn: or, 'l'he Shre wdest ll oy in \\' ail Street .
An E ye to Business; or, The Boy n ·h o \\' a s :\'ot Asl eep .
Tipped by t h e Ti cker: o r , An Ambitio ns ~ o y In Wail St reet .
On to Success: o r, The Iloy n ·ho Go t Ahead.
A Ilid for a For tune : o r . A Co unt ry Iloy in Wail Street .
Bound t o Rise; o r, Fight ing I-I is \\' uy to Su ccess.
'1~ Ont for the Do ila r s : o r , A Smar t Boy in Wail Str eet .
7a , For Fame and Fortune ; or, Th e Boy W h o Won Both.
76 A Wail Street Winner ; or, l\I a king a Mint of Money.
77 T h e Road to Wealth : or, The Boy Wh o F ound It Ont.
78 On th e Wing ; or, The Young ~ I e r c ury of \\' a il Street .
79 A Chase for a For tune; or, T h e Floy n ·bo H u stl ed .
80 Juggling ·With th e Market ; o r, The Loy \\'h o Ma de it Pay .
8 1 Cas t Adrift ; or, Th e Lu ck of a H o me less l! oy .
82 P laying the Ma r ket ; o r . A Keen Boy in Vi'a ll Stree t.
83 A Pot of Mon ey ; o r , T he Lega cy of u Lu cky Boy,
8 4 F r om R ags t o R iche s ; o r , A Lu cky Vi'al l S t ree t Messenger .
85 On His Meri ts; o r , The Sm a r test Boy Al ive.
86 Tra pping t h e B r oke rs ; or, A Game W a il S t r eet B oy.
8 7 A Miili o n in Go ld ; o r , The Treasu re of Sa n t a Cruz .
88 Bound to Ma ke Money ; or , Frnm t h e W est t o Wall S t r eet .
8!J The Boy Mag nate: o r , Ma kin g B aseba ll P a y.
90 Ma ki ng i\lo ney . o r, A W a ll 8t 1·eet ~ I e s se n ge r's Lu ck .
111 A H a r ves t of Go ld: o r , Th e fl uri ed Treasure of Coral Island.
\J2 On t q e Curb : o r, Beat ing t h e W a il S t reet B ro ke ra.,
93 A Freak of F o r t une : o r , T h e Iloy '\\ho St ru ck Luck.
94 Th ~ P rin ce of W a ll St r eet : o r , A B ig Dea l fo" B ig Money.
U5 St a r t ing Hi s Ow n Bu s iness: o r, Th e Boy Who Ca ugh t On.
96 A Co rn er in i:! to ck ; o r , 'l'b e W al l St r eet Hoy Who Won.
9 7 F irst in the F iel d : o r , Doing B u s iness for Himse lf.
flS A B r oker a t E ig hteen : o r. Ro y Gilbel't" s W a ll Street Ca reer .
9 fl On ly a Do ll a r: o r , Fro m Errand Hoy to Ow ne r .
100 Pri ce & Co., Boy Broke r s; or, The Yo ung T!'ade r s of W a ll Street.
1 0 1 A Wi n nin ~ R is k ; o r. Th e B oy Who ~l a d e Good .
1 0 2 From a Di me to a Mill ion ; o r , A Wide-Awa ke W a ll Street Boy,
103 T h e P a t h t o Good Luck : or , Th e Iloy Mine r of Death Valley .

59
60
61
62
63
64
65
66
67
68
69
70
71
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\ 73
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Mart Mor to n ' s !\Ioney : o r, A Corn er in Wall St ree t S t~cks.
Famous at Fourteen ; or, T he Bov W ho )la de a Grea t Xa me.
Tips t o F o r tune ; or, A L ucky ' Va ll St r eet Deal.
8trik ing I li s Ga it ; o r. Th e P e r ils of a Boy Enginee r .
lo~ i' 1·o m Mes senge r to Mi ll iona ir e : or , A Boy's L uck in Wall Stt·eet.
I n!) The Boy Go ld Hunte rs : or , After a Pirnte's T reas ure.
1 10 Tr icki ng th e '.l' r a de rs ; o r , A Wa ll Stree t Boy·s Game of Ch a n ce .
111 J ac k Merr)<' s Grit : o r , ~ l ak i ng a Mau of Hi mse lf.
l 12 A Go ld~ n Showe!' ; or, The Boy Ba nker of W a ll Street .
113 Making a R ecol'd · Ol'. Th e J n c'< of a Working Boy.
114 A l<'ig bt fo r Money ; o r , l•' rnm School to W a ll St reet.
11 5 S t ra nded Ont West : or. The Boy W ho Found a Silver Mine.
1 11} Ben Bas•fo rd ' s Luck : or, Work ing on Wa ll St reet Tips.
l 1 7 A Young Gold King; or, The Treasure of the Secret Caves.
1 18 Bound to Get R ieb ; or, How a Wall St reet Boy Made Mo ney .
1 19 Frien d less Frank: or. T h e Boy \Vb o Became Famous.
1 20 A $ 30 ,000 Tip ; or, The Yo ung W eazel of \\'all St r ee t .
121 Plucky Bob; or, The Boy Who Won Success.
122 From Newsboy t o B anker ; or, R ob La ke's Rise in Wall Street.
123 .A Go lden Stake: or, 'lbe Treasure of the In d ies.
l 2-1 A Gr ip on th e ;\larket; or, A Hot Tl me in Wall Street .
1 25 W atching H is Ch a nce; or. From Ferr y Boy to Capta in.
126 A Ga me for Gold ; o r , 'l' he Young Ki'ng of Wa ll Street .
1 2 i A Wiza rd fo r L uck: o r , Getting Ahea d in t he Wo t·ld .
128 A F o rtune at Stake; or, A Wall Street ~Iesse nge r "s Deal.
1 2!l H is L ast !\i r ke l : or, Wh at lt Did fo r J a cl< R a nd.
130 Nat Noble, the Little Broke r: or, The Boy W ho Star ted a F all
St r eet P a nic.
i
13 1 A Strugg le for Fame: or. The Ga mes t Boy In the Wor ld.
1 8 2 The Yo ung Money Mag nate ; or, The Wall Street Boy Wh o
Broke the Ma r ke t .
II
Vl3 A Lucky Cont ract: or, Th e Boy Who Made a Raf t of MonE17.
l il4 A Big Risk: or, Th e Ga me that Won .
••
135 On Pirate' s I s le : o r, The Tl'eas ure of the Seven Craters.
13 G A W a ll Stree t Myste ry ; or. The Boy Who Beat t he Synd icate.
137 Di ck Hadl ey 's ~'.lin e; o r , The Boy Go ld D ,gge rs of ~lex i c o.
188 A Il"oy StockhrokPr ; or, Fro m Errand B oy to Milliona ir e.
(~
Vi"a ll St ree t Story.)
·
.
139 F acing t h e Wo rld : or, A Poor Bo y"s Fight for F o rtune.
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